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PREFACE/ 
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' ' 

This PoeiM» ftOiiie^ihaC ilifferent in 
form, and much more limited in extent, 
was originnlly ilesigued as an episode 
for a work, about Wfcicli I have been, 
at' intervals, em ployed* during; 'tfte!a(|i 
|wo yeai-s. Sojne monltis since, hbi^- 
ever, I found 4hat my Trrend Lord Byron 

» • 

had, by accidental coincidence, chosen 
the same subject for a Drama; and, as 

• • 

1 could not but fee! the disadvantage df 
comiuii^ after sti formidable la tiVal, 1 

• ' ' ' 

thought it b^st to publish my humblie 
sketch ' iminediately, with sudh altera* 
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tioDs and additions as^ I had lime to 
make, and thus, by an earlier appear- 
ance in the literary Jborizon, give my- 

• 

self the chance of what astronomers call 
an Heliacal rising, before the luminary, 
in whose light 1 was to be lost, should 
appear. 

M objectiqBs mpy be ma(|ej by per- 
sons whose opinions I respect, t^o t(ie 
selection of a subject of this nature from 
the Scripture^ I think it right to vemark 
that, in point of fact, thesutyect is. not 
scriptural-^the notion upon which it is 
founded (l^^atrof the love of Angels for 
women), baying originated in an erro- 
neoqs translation by the LXX. of .t|iat 
versp in the sixth chapter of Genesis, 
upon which the sole authority for the 
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fable rests. The foandation of my sCcvi 

rj, therefore,, has aa little to do with 

* .... •• . • . » 

Holy Writ aa have the dreams oi the 
later Platonist^ pr the rereries of the 
Jewish divines ; and, in appropriating 
the notion thna to the uses of poetry, I 
him d9n^ no more than establish i^ in 
th^t rwipn of fictipn, to wbiclf the opi^ 
piops of the n^ost rationfilFather% and 
of all otjier C,hKistiaa theolq^ans, hai^f 
long ago cpnsigyed it. 

Ip ad^itifiip to the fjtness of tlje sub- 
ject for poetry, |t straqk me alsot as ca« 
pable of affording an allegorical medi- 
um, through which might be shadowed 
out (as I have endeavoured to do in the 
following stories,) the fall of the Soul 
from its original purity-^he loss of 
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light and happiness which it suffers, fa 
the pursuit of tnis world^s perishable 
pleasures— and the punishmentK, both 
from conscience 4nd Divine justice, 
with which' impuritji pride, and pre- 
sumptuous inquiry into the awful secrets 
bif God, are sure to be Tisited, 'The 
beautiful story of Cupid and Psyche 
owes its chief charm to this sort of 
^' veiled meaniiig,^ and' it has been my 
wish (however I may have failed in the 
attempt) to cdmmi]|nicate the same 
moral interest to the following piBges. 



i • 






I 



, I • 



THE 

LOVES OF THE ANGELS. 



'TwAS when the world was in its prime. 

When the fresh stars had just begun. 
Their race of glory, and young Time 

Told his first birth-days by the sun ; 
When, in the light of Nature s dawn 

Rejoicing, men and angels met - 
On the high hill and sunny lawn,— 
Ere sorrow came, or Sin had drawn 

'Twixt man and heaven her curtain yet! 
When earth lay nearer to the skies 

Than in these days of crime and woe. 
And mortals saw without surprise. 
In the mid-air, angelic eyes 

Gazing upon this world below. 

Alas, that Passioti should profane, 
Ev*n then, that morning of the earth I 

That, sadder stHI, the fatal stain 

Should fall on hearts of heavenly birth ; 

And oh, that stain so dark should fall 

From Woman's love, most sad of all ! 

B 



One evening, in that time of bloom. 

On a hill's side, where hung the ray 
Of sunset, sleeping in perfume, 

Three nobhe youths conversing lay ; 
And, as they looked, from time to time. 

To the far sky where Daylight furFd 
His radiant wing, their brows sublime 

Bespoke them of that distant world — 
Creatures of light, such as still play, > 

Like motes in sunshine, round the Lord, 
And through their infinite array . 
Transmit each moment, night and day. 

The echo of His luminous word ! 

Of Heaven they spoke, and, still more oft. 

Of the bright eyes that charmed them 
thence; 
Till, yielding gradual to the soft 

And balmy evening's influence — 
The silent breathing of the flowers — 

The melting light that beam'd above. 
As on their first, fond, eri'ing hours. 

Each told the story of his love. 
The history of that hour unblest. 
When, like a bird, from its high nest 
Won down by fascinating eyes. 
For Woman's smile he lost the skies. 



The First who spoke was one, with look . 

The least celestial of the three-^ - ^ 
A Spirit of light mould, that took 

The prints of earth most yieldingly ; 
Who, cv'n in heaven, w«^s not of those 

Nearest the Throne, but held a place- 
Far off, among those shining rows 

That circle out through endless space. 
And o*er whose wings the light from Him 
In the great centre falls most dim. 

Still fair and glorious, he but shone 
Among those youths th* unheavenliest one; 
A creature, to whom light remained 
From Eden still, but altered, stain'd. 
And o*er whose brow not Love alone 

A blight had, in his transit, sent. 
But other earthlier joys had gone. 

And left their foot-prints as they went. 

Sighing as through the shadowy Past 
Like a tomb-searcher. Memory ran. 

Lifting each shroud that Time had cast 
O'er buried hopes, he thus began :• - 



FIRST ANGEL'S STORY. 



'Twas in a land, that far away 

Into the gfolden orient lies, 
Where Nature knows not night's delay. 
But springs to meet her bridegroom. Day, 

Upon the threshold of the skies. 
One morn, on earthly mission sent. 

And mid-way choosing where to light 
I saw from the blue element-— • 

Oh beautiful, but fatal sight ! — 
One of earth^s fairest womankind. 
Half veird from view, or rather shrined 
In the clear crystal of a brook; 

Which, while it bid no single gleam 
Of her young beauties, made them look 

More spirit like, as they might se^m 

Through t\i^ dim shadowing of a dream. 

Pausing in wonder I looked on. 
While playfully around her breaking 

The waters, that like diamonds shone. 
She mov'd in light of her own making,' 

At length, as slowly I descended 

To view more near si sight so splendid. 
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The tremble of my wings all o'er 

(For through each plume I felt the thrill) 
Startled her, as she reached the shore 

Of that small lake — ^her mirror still-— 
Above whose brink she stood, like snow 
When rosy with a sunset glow. 
Never shall 1 forget those eyes! 
The shame, the innocent surprise 
Of that bright face, when in the air 
Uplo^king, she beheld me t|iere. 
It seem'd as if each thought, and look. 

And motion were that minute chained 
Fast to the spot, such root she took. 
And— plike a sunflower by a brook. 

With fisioe uptarn'd — so still remain'd ! 

In pity to the wondering maid, 

Though loth from such a vision turning. 
Downward I bent beneath thie shade 

Of my spread wings to hide the burntog 
Of glances, which^ I well could feel. 

For me, for her, too warmly shone; 
But, ere I could again unseal 
My resdess eyes, or even steal 

One side-long look, the maid was gone ; 
Hid from me in the forest leaves. 

Sudden as when, in all her charms 



full-blown light, some cloud received 
rhe Moon into his dusky arms. 

is not in words to tell the power, 
e despotism that, from that hour, 
ssion held o'er me — day afid night 
[ sought around each neighbouring spot, 
id, in the chase of this sweet light, 
Vly task, and heaven, and all forgot-^ 
i, but the one, sole, haunting dream 
her I saw in that bright stream. 

)V was it long, ere by her side 
[ found myself, whole happy days, 
itening to words, whose music vied 
VSTith our own Eden's seraph lays, 
len seraph lays are warm'd by love, 
t, wanting that, far,ifar above! 
id looking into eyes where, blue 
d beautiful, like skies seen through 
ie sleeping wave, for me there shone . 
heaven, more, worshipped than my own. 
I what, while I could hear and see 
ch words and looks was heaven to me ? 
ough gross the air on earth I drew 
was blessed, while she breathed it too ; 
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Though daVk the flowers, though dim the sky. 
Love lent them light while she was nigh. 
Throughout creation I but knew 
Two separate worlds— the one that small. 

Beloved, and consecrated spot 
Where Lea tro5— the other, all 

The dull, wide waste, where she was no^ 

But vain my suit, my madness vain ; 
Though gladly, from her eyes to gain 

One earthly look, one stray desire, 
I would have torn the wings, that hung 

Furl'd at my back, and o*er that Fire 
Unnamed in heaven their fragments flung ; 
'Twtts hopeless all — pure and unmoved 

She stood, as lilies in the light 

- Of the hot noon but look more white ; 
And though shelovd me^ deeply lov'd, 
'Twas not as man, as mortal — no, 
Nothmg of earth was in that glow. 
She lov'd me but as one, of race 
Angelic, from that radiant place 
She saw so oft in dreams— that Heaven, 

To which her prayers at morn were sent. 
And on whose light she ga25'd at even. 
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Wishing for wings that she might go 
Out of this shadowy world below. 
To that free, glorious element ! 

Well 1 remember by her side 

Sitting at rosy even tide. 

When, — turning to the star, whose head 

Look'd out, as from a bridal bed. 

At that mute blushing hour—^she said, 

** Oh ! that it were my doom to be 

*' The Spirit of yon beauteous star, 
** Dwelling up there in purity, 

** Alone, as all such bright things are; 
•* My sole employ to pray and shine 

*• To light my censer at the sun, 
** And fling its fire towards the shrine 
** Of Him in heaven, the Eternal One 1"^ 



So innocent the maid, so free 

From mortal tcunt in soul and frame. 
Whom 'twas my crime — ^my destiny— 
To love, aye. burn for, with a flame, 
To which earth's wildest fires are tame. 
Had you but seen her look, when first 
From my mad lips the' avowal burst ; 
Not angry — no — the feeling had 
No touch of anger, but most sad — 
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It was a sorrow, calm as deep, 

A mournfulness that could iiot weep, 

So filPd the heart was to the brink. 

So fix'd and frozen there — to think 

That angel natures — even I, 

Whose love she clung to, as the tie 

Between her spirit and the sky — 

Should fall thus headlong from the height 

Of such pure glory into sin — 
The sin. of all, most sure to blight 
The sin, of all, that the soul's light 

Is soonest lost, extinguished in ! 
That, though but frail and human, she 
Should, like the half bird of the sea. 
Try with her wing sublimer air. 
While I, a creature born up there. 
Should meet her, in my fall from light. 
From heaven and peace, and turn her flight 
Downward again with me to drink 
Of the salt tide of sin, and sink I % 

That very night — my heart had grown 
' Impatient of its inward burning; 
The term, too, of my stay was flown. 
And the bright Watchers near the throne. 
Already, if a meteor shone 
Between them and this nether zone. 
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Thought 'twas their herald's wing re- 
turning; 
Oft did the potent spell- word, given 

To Envoys hither from the skies. 
To be pronounced, when back to heaven 

It is their hour or wish to rise. 
Come to my lips that fatal day ; 

And once, too, was so nearly spoken. 
That my spread plumage in the ray 
And bree2e of heaven began to play — 

When my heart faifd-r-the spell was 
broken — 
The word uniinish'd died away. 
And my checked plumes, ready to soar. 
Fell slack and lifeless as before. 

How could I leave a world,— which she. 
Or lost or won, made all to me. 
Beyond home — glory — every thing? 

How fly, while yet there was a chance, 
A hope-^aye, even of perishing 

Utterly by that fatal glance ! 
No matter where my wanderings were. 

So there she look'd, mov'd, breath'd 
about — 
Woe, ruin, death, more sweet with her. 

Than all heaven*s proudest joys without! 
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But, to return— that very day 

A feast was held, where, full of mirth. 
Came, crowding thick as flowers that play 
Jn summer v^inds, the young and gay 

And beautiful of this bright earth. 
And she was there, and 'mid the young 

And beautiful stood first, alone; 
Though on her gentle brow still hung 

The shadow 1 that morn had thrown — 
The first, that ever shame or woe 
Had cast upon its vernal snow. 
My heart was maddened — in the flush 

Of the wild revel I gave way • 
To all that frantic mirth— that rush 

Of desperate gaiety, which they. 
Who never felt how pain s excess 
Can break out thus, think happiness- 
Sad mimicry of mirth and life,* 
Whose flashes come but from the strife 
Of inward passions — like the light 
Struck out by clashing swords in fight. 

Then, too, that jiiice of earth, the bane 
And blessing of man s heart and brain — 
That draught of sorcery, which brings 
Phantoms of fair, forbidden things — 
Whose drops, like those of rainbows, smile 
Upon the mists that circle man, 



12 



Bright'aing not only Earth, Ibe while, 
But grasping Heaven, too, in their span ! 

Then first the fatal wine-cup rain'd 
Its dews of darkness through my lips. 

Casting whatever of light remained 
T^ my lost soul into eclipse, 

And fining it with such wild dreams. 
Such fantasies and wrong desires. 

As, hi the ahsence of heaven's beams^ 
Haunt us for ever — like wild-fires 
That walk this earth, when day retires. 

Now hear the rest — our banquet done, 

I sought her in the' accustomed bower. 
Where late we oft, when day -was gone. 
And the world hush'd, had met alone. 

At the same silent, moonhght hour. 
I found her-^oh, so beautiful ! 

Why, why have hapless Angels eyes ? 
Or why are there not flowers to cull> 

As fair as Woman, in yon skies ? 
Still did her brow, as usual, turn 
To her lov'd star, which seem'd to bum 

Purer than ever on that night ; 

While she in looking, grew more bright. 
As though that planet were an urn 

From which her eyes drank liquid light. 
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There was a virtue in that scene 

A spell of holiness around. 
Which would have-^had my brain not beeA* 

Thus poison'd. maddened — held me 
bound, "" ' 

As though I stood on God's own ground. 
Ev'n as it was, with soul all flame, ' * 

And lips that burn'din their own sigh^ 
I stood to gaze, with >awe and shame 
The memory of Eden came ' ** 

Full o*er me when I saw those eyes ; 
And tho* too well each glance of mine ' ^ 

To the pale» shrinking maiden proY'd 
How far, alas, from aught divine. 
Aught worthy of so pure a shrine. 

Was the wild love with which I lov'di " 
Y^t must she, too, have seen— oh yes ' 

^Tis soothing but to think she saw— ^ 
The deep, true, soul-felt tenderness. 

The homage of an Augers awe 
To her a mortal, whom pure love 
Then plac'd above him— far above— « 
And. all that struggle to repress 
A sinful spirit's mad excess. 
Which work'd within me at that hour. 

When— with a voice, where Passion shed 
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All the deep sadness of her power. 

Her melanchaly power-^I said, 
''Then be it so— if back to heaven 

** I must unloy'dy vnpitied fly, 
'' Without one blest memorial given 

** To sooth me in that lonely sky-— 
'' One look, like those the young' and fond 

f^Give when they're parting — ^which 
would be 
^^ Ev'n in remembrance^ far beyond 

*' iUl heaven hath left of bliss to me ! 
" Ohf. but to see that head recline 

** A minute on this trembling arm, 
'^ And those mild eyes look up to mine 

*' Without a dready a thought of harm ? 
^' T\> meet bujt once the thrilling touch 

" Cf lips that are too fond . to fear me ; 
'^ Or, if that boon be all too much 

" £v*n thus to bing their fragrance near 
me? 
** Nay, shrink not so— a look — a word ; 

V Give them but kindly and I fly : 
'* Already, see, my plumes have stirred, 

** And tremble for their home on high. 
** Thus be our parting— cheek to cheek ; , 

** One minute's lapse will be forgiven. 
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** And thoii^ the next, shalt hear me speak' 
" The spell that plumes my wing for hea- 
ven !'• 

While thus I spoke, tiie fearful maid 
Of me and of herself afraid, 
Had shrinking stood, like flowers beneath 
The scorching of the south-wind's breath ; 
But when I nam'd — ^alas, too well, 

! now recall/though wilder*d then, — 
Instantly, when I nam'd the spell. 

Her brow, her eyes uprose again. 
And with an eagerness, that spoke 
The sudden light that o'er her broke, 
. "The spell, the spelH — oh, speak it now, 

*• And I will bless thee T* — she exclaim'd 

Unknowing what I did, inflam'd.. 
And lost already, on her brow 

I stamped one burning kiss, and nam'd 
The mystic word, till then ne'er told 
To living creatures of earth's mould ! 
Scarce was it said, when, quick as thou^t 
Her lips from mine, like echo, caught 
The holy sound— -her hands and eyes 
Were instant lifted to the skies. 
And thrice to heaven she spoke it out 
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With that triumphant look Faith wears. 
When not a cloud of fear or doubt, 

A vapour from this vale of tears. 

Between her and her God appears ! 
That very moment her whole frame 
Ail bright and glorified became. 
And at her back I saw unclose 
Two wings, magnificent as those 

That sparkle round the' Eternal Throne^ 
Whose plumes, as buoyantly she rose 

Above me, in the moon-beam shone 
With a pure light, which— from its hue. 

Unknown upon this earth— I knew 
Was light from Eden, glistening through ! 
Most holy vision ! ne'er before 

Did aught so radiant—since the day 
When Lucifer, in falling, bore 
The third of the bright stars away — 
Rise, in earth's beauty, to repair 
That loss of light and glory there ! 

But did I tamely view her flight? 

Did not 1, too, proclaim out thrice 
The powerful words that were, that night. 
Oh, ev'n for heaven too much delight! 
Again to bring us, eyes to eyes. 
And soul to soul in Paradise? 
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I did. I spoke it o'er and o'er : 
I pray'd, | wept, but all ia vain : 

For me the spell had power no more. 
There seem'd around me some dark Gnain, 

Which still, as I essay'd to soar. 
Baffled, alas, each wild endeavour : 

Dead lay my wings, as they have lain 

Since that sad hour, and will remain 
So wills th' offended God— forever! 

It was to yonder star I trac'd . 
Her journey up th' illumined waste ; 
That isle in the blue firmament. 
To which so oft her fancy went 

In wishes and in dreams before. 
And which was now— such. Purity^ 
Thy blest reward — ordained to be 

Her home of light for evermore ! 

Once — or did I but fancy so ? 

£v n in her flight to that fair sphere. 
Mid all her spirit's new-felt glow 
A pitying look she tura!^ below 

On him who stood in darkness here ; 
Him whom, perhaps, if vain regret 
Can dwell in beav^i, she pities yet; 
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And oft, when looking to this dim 
And distant world, remembers him. 

Bttt soon that passing dream was gone ; 
Farther and farther off she shone. 
Till lessen'd to a point, as small 

As are those specks that yonder burn; 
Those vivid drops of light, that fall 

The last from day's exhausted urn. 
And when at length she merged, afar. 
Into her own immortal star. 
And when at length my straining sight 

Had caught her wing's last fading ray. 
That minnte from my soul the light 

Of heaven and love both pass'd away ; 
And I forgot my home, my birth, 

Profaa'd my spirit, sunk my brow. 
And reveird in the joys of earth. 

Till I became— what I am now !*' 

The spirit bow'd his head in shame : 
A shame» that of itself would tell 
Were there not ev*^i*those breaks of flame. 
Celestial, through his clouded frame. 
How grand the hei^t from which he fell } 
That holy Shame^ which ne'e? forgets 
What clear renown it us*d to wear : 
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Whose blush remains, when Virtue sets. 
To show her sunshine Aa^ been there. 

Once only, while the tale he told. 
Were his eyes lifted to behold 

That happy stainless star, where she 

Dwelt in her bower of purity ; 

One minute did he look, and then— 
As though he felt some deadly pain 
From its sweet light through heart and 
brain—* 

Shrunk back, and never looked agam. 



Who was the Second Spirit? — he 

With the proud front and piercing glance ; 

Who seem'd, when viewing heaven's 
expanse. 
As though his fer*sent eye could see 
On, on into the' Immensity 
Behind the veils of that blue sky. 
Where God's sublimest secrets lie? 
His wings, the while, though day was gone. 

Flashing with many a various hue .< ) 
Of light they from themselves alone. 

Instinct with Edoi's brightness, drew; 
A bceathing.fQEth.of beams at willi 

Of living beams, which, though no more 
Thev kept their early lustre, still 
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Where such, when glittering but all o*er. 
As mortal eye-iids wink'd before. 

^was Rub I — once among the prime 

And flower of those bright creatures, 
nam'd 
Spirits of Knowledge* who o*er Time 

And- Space an(l Thought an empire 
claim'd» 
Secoiid alone to Him, whose light 
WaSy ev*n to theirs, as day %f> night — 
Twixt whom and them was ditlance fieir 

And wide*, aa would the journey be 
To reach from any island star . 

The Tagae shores of Infinity ! 
^Twa&RuBi^ ia II hose Hiourafol^ye • . / 
Slept the dim light of days gone by ; 
Whose voioei thoQgh sweet, fell on* the etr 

Like echoes, itiseme silent place^ 
When ficst awak'd foti many & year s 

And'wheil he smilVl^^if o'er his face 
.' Smile eyersfaone-'^-'twaa like the grace 
Of moonlight rainbows* fair, but wan* 
The sunny life, the glory gone. 
rE^'n o'er his pride, though! still the sanie* 
A softeimig ^ade ftbm sonrow came ; 



« • 
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And though at times his spirit knew 

The kindlings of disdain and ire^ n^ 
Short was the fitful glare they threw — 
Like the last flashes^ fierce but few, x 
Seen through some noble pile on lire! 



Such was the Angel» who now broke 

Tbe silence that bad come o^r all^ 
When he, the Spirit tliat last spoke, 

Clos'd the sad history of his fall; 
And, while a sacred lustre, flown 

For many a dHy«,relum'd his cheek. 
And not those sky-^tutt'd lips alone 
But his "eyes* brow, and tresses, roU*d 

Like sunset (waves^ all seem*d to ajpeak; 
Thus his eventful story told ir^ 
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SECOND ANGEL'S STORY, 



" You both remember well the day 

When unto Eden*s new-mad^ bowers. 
He, whom all living things obey. 

Summoned his chief angelic powers- 
To witness the one wonder yet, 

BeyOnd man, angel, star, or sun. 
He must achieve, ere he could set 

His seal upon the world, as done— 
To see that kst perfection rise. 

That crowning of creation's birth. 
When, mid the worship and surprise 
Of circling angels. Woman's eyes 

First open'd upon heaven and earth; 
And from their lids a thrill was sent. 
That through each living spirit went 
Like first light through the firmament ! 

Can you forget how gradual stole 
The fresh-awaken'd breath of soul 
Throughout her perfect form—which seem'd 
To grow transparent, as there beam'd 
That dawn of Mind within, and caught 
New loveliness from each new thought? 



23 

iSlow as o'er summer seas we trace 

The progress of the noon-tide air, ^ 
Dimpling its bright and silent face 
Each minute into some new grace. 

And varying heaven's reflections there ; 
Or, like the hght of evening, stealing 

0*er some fair temple, which all day 
Hath slept in shadow, slow revealing 

Its several beauties, ray by ray. 
Till it shines out, a thing to bless. 
All full of l^;ht and loveliness. 

Can you forget her blush, when round 
Through Eden's lone, enchanted ground 
She look*d~and at theliea— the skies*^ 
And heard the rush of many a wing, 
By God's command then vanishing. 
And saw the last few angel eyes, 
Still lingering — mine among the rest,—*' 
Reluctant leaving scene so blest? 

From that miraculous hour, the fate 
Of this new, gloribus Being dwelt 

For ever, with a spell*Uke.weight, 

Upon my spirit — early, late, 

Whate'er I did, or dream*d, or felt. 

The thought of what might yet befell 

That splendid creature mix'd with alL 
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Nor she alone^ bat her whole face 
Throiig^ agtts yet to come— ^-whate'er 
Of feminiiiey and load, and fair> 

Should spring from that puremmd and face. 
All wak'd mj soul's intsnsest care; 

Their forma, souls, feelings, still to me 

God*s most disturbing mystery I 

It was my doom-«-eT'n from the firsf^^ 

When Bumtnon'd with my chemb peers. 
To witness the yonng venial borftt 

Of Nature through those bloomii^ 
'Spheres, 
Those flowers of light, that sfMnaigbeiieaA 
The first touch of the' Btemal's breath-^ 
It was my doom still to be haunted 
By some new wonder, some sublime 
And matchless wosk, that £ot the ^tilme 
Held ail my soul, enchain'd, «feehanlbed» 
And left me not a thought^ a drean^ 
A word, but on that only theme ! 

The wish to know— that endless thirsty 
Which ev*n by ^uenohiog is awak'd. 

And which becomes or blest or eurst. 
As is the fount whereat 'lis slak'd— 

Still ucg'd me onward, with desire 
ate, to explore, inquire— « 
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Whate'er the wondrous things might be. 
That wak'd each new idolatry — 

Their cause, aim, source from whence 
they sprung. 
Their inmost powers, as though for me 

Existence on that knowledge hung. 

Oh what a vision were the stars, 

When first 1 saw them burn on high. 
Rolling along like living cars 

Of light, for gods to journey by ! 
They were my heart's first passion — days 
And nights, unwearied, in their rays 
Have 1 hung floating, till each sense 
Seem'd full of their bright influence. 
Innocent joy ! alas, how much 

Of misery had I shunned below^ 
Could I have still Itv'd blest with such ; 
Nor, proud and restless, burn*d to know 
The knowledge that brings guilt and woe ! 

Often — 80 much I lov*d to trace 
The secrets of this starry race-^ 
Have I at mom and evening run 
Along the lines of radiance spun. 
Like webs, between them and the sun. 
Untwisting all the tangled ties 
Of light into their different dyes-*^ 
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Then fleetly wing^d'I off, in quest 
Of those, the farthest, loneliest^ 
That watch, like winking sentineb. 
The void, beyond which Chaos dwells. 
And there, with noiseless plume, pursued 
Their track through that grand solitude. 
Asking intently all and each 

What soul within their radiance dwelt. 
And wishing their sweet light were speech. 

That they might tell me ail they fek. 

Nay, oft, so passionate my chaee 

Of these resplendent heirs of spa^ce. 

Oft did I follow — ^lest a ray ' 

Should *scape me in the farthest night ; 
Some pilgrim Comet, on his way 

To visit distant shrines of light. 
And well vemember bow I sung 

Exulting onf, when on my s^bt 
New worlds of stars, all fresh and young 
As if just born of darkness, sprung! 

Such was my pure aml^ition tbeui 

My sinless transport, night atdmorn; 
Ere this stiU newer world of men,. 
And that most fair of stars was bora 
Which I, in fs^^al hour, saw rise 
\moug the flowevs of Paradise ! 
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Thenceforth my nature all was changed. 

My heart, soul, senses turn'd below; 
And he who but so lately rang'd 

Yon wonderful expanse, where glow 
Worlds upon worlds, yet found his mind 
liv'n in that luminous range confin*d, 
Now blest the humblest, meanest sod 
Of the dark earth where woman trod ! 
In vain my former idols glisten*d 

From t heir far thrones ; in vain these ears 
To the once thrilling music (isten'd, 
That hymn'd around my favorite spheres? 
To earth, to earth each thought was given 

That iu this half-lost soul had birth ; 
Like some high mount whose head's in 
heaven 

"While its whole shadow rests on earth ! 

Nor was it Love, ev'n yet, that thrall'd 

My spirit in his burning ties ; 
And less, still less could it be call'd 

That grosser flame, round which Love 
•flies ^ 

Nearer and nearer, till he dies ; 
No, it was wonder, such as thrilled 

At all God*s works my dazzled sense; 
The same rapt wonder, only fiU'd 

With passion, more profound, intense, 
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A vehement, but wandering fire. 
Which, theugh nor love, nor yet desire. 
Though, through all womankind it took 

Its range, as vague as lightnings run. 
Yet wanted but a touch, a look. 

To fix it burning upon One. 

Then to the ever-restless zeal. 

The' insatiate curiosity 
To know what shapes, so fiiir, must feel; 
To look, but once, beneath the seal 

Of so much loveliness, and see 
*What souls belonged to those bright eyes ; 

Whether as sun-beams find their way 
Into the gem that hidden lies^ 
Thosse looks could inward turn their ray. 
To make the soul as bright as they ! 
All this impeird*my anxious chace. 

And still the more I saw and knew 
Of Woman's fond, weak, conquering race, 

Tbe'intenser still my wonder grew. 

I had beheld their First, their EveJ 
Born in that splendid Paradbe, 

Which God made solely to receive 
The first light of her waking eyes. 

I had seen purest angels lean 
In worship o'er her from above ; 
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And man — oh yes, had envying seen 
Proud inan possessed of all her love* 

I saw their happiness^ so brief. 

So exquisite — her error, too. 
That easy trust, that prompt belief 

In what the warm heart wishes true ; 
That faith in words, when kindly said,' 
By which the whole fond sex is led; 
Mingled with (what I durst not blame. 

For 'tis my own) that wish to know; 
Sad, fatal zeal, ^o sure of woe; 
Which, tHough from heaven all pure it 

came. 
Yet stain* d, misus'd, brought sin and shame 

On her, on me, on all below ! 
1 had seen this ; had seen Man — arm'd 

As his soul is with strength and sense — 
By her first words to ruin eharm'd ; 

His vaunted reason* s cold defence. 
Like an ice-barrier in the ray 
Of melting summer, smil'd away ! 
Nay, — stranger yet — spite of all this 

Though by her counsels taught to err. 

Though driv'n from Paradise for her, 
(And with her — that^ at least, was bliss) 
Had I not heard him, ere he crost 

The threshold of that earthly heaven. 
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Which by her wildering smile he lost — 

(So quickly was the wrong forgiven) 
Had I not heard him, as he prest 
The frail, fond trembler to a breast 
Which she had doom'd to sin and strife. 
Call her — think what — his Life ! his Life ! 
Yes : — such the love-taught name — the first 

That ruin'd Man to Woman gave, 
Ev'n in his out-cast hour, when curst. 
By her fond witchery, with that worst. 

And earliest boon of love — the grave! — 
She who brought death into the world 

There stood before him, with the light 

Of their lost Paradise still bright 
tJpon those sunny locks that curl'd 
Down her white shoulders to her feet; 
So beautiful iu form, so sweet 
in heart and voice, as to redeem 

The loss, the death of all things dear. 
Except herself — and make it seem 

Life, endless Life, while she was near ! 

Could 1 help wondering at a creature 
Enchanted round with spells so strong ; 
One to whose very thought, word, feature. 
In joy and woe, through right and wrong. 
Such sweet omnipotence heaven gave, 
^o bless or ruin, curse or save f 
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Nor did ilie tnarvefeeease with' her 

New £ves in all her daughters oMoe, ' 

As strong to charm, as weak to err« 
As sure c^ man thro' piiaiige and blame, 
"Whate er they broiigbt htm, pride o^ 
shatne» 

Their still unveiMCtotBg worshipper-— > 
And, wheresoe'er tliey imilN), the6anie 
Enchaotretsesof soul and fraitoe. 

Into whose hands, from first to last. 
This world with all its destinies. 

Devotedly by hea>v«n seems dast. 
To save or damti it, as they please ! 

Oh, 'tis not to be^told how lotag. 

How res4lBBsly i sigh'd tofind 
Some am^fiom out that shining throng, ^ 

Some absbract of the form and mind 
Of the wbote' matchless se4(, from Whtob, 

In my 'Own. anus- beheld, possest, ' 
I might leani all the powers to Witch, 

To warm« awl (tf my* late unUest ^ 

Wauki have tt) min, of the rest! 
Into whose invrard soul and sense 

i might descend, asdotb the bee 
Into the Aower'4 de^p heart, and thence 

Rifle, iu all its ptirity,- 
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The prirne^ the quintessence, the whole 
Of wondrous WomanfW frame and soul! 

At lengthy my burning wish, my prayer, — 
(For such — oh what will tongues not dare. 
When hearts go wrong^— this lip preferr*d) 
At length my ominous prayer was heard-n— 
But whether heard in heaven or hell. 
Listen — and you will know too well. 

There was a maid, of all who moye 

Like visions o'er this orb, most fit 
To be a bright^oung angeFs love. 

Herself so bright, so exquisite! 
The pride, too, of her step, so light 

Along the unconscious earth she went. 
Seemed that of one, bom with a right 

To walk some heavenlier element. 
And tread in places where her feet 
A star at every step should meet. 
Twas not alone that lovelmess 

By which the wildefd sense is caught— 
Of lips, whose very breath could Mess— 

Of playful blushes, that seem*d nought 

But luminous escapes of thought— 
Of eyes that, when by anger stirr'd. 
Were fire itself, but, at a word 

Of tenderness, all soft became 
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As though they could, like the sun*s bird* 

Dissolveaway ia their own flame — 
Of form, as pliant as the shoots 

Of a young tree, in vernal flower; 
Yet round and glowiog as the fruits 

That drop from it in summer s hour— 
Twas not alone this loveliness 

That falls to loveliest woman's share^ 

Though, even here, her form could sp^re 
From its own beauty's rich excess ' 

Enough to make all others fair— - 
But 'twas the Mind, sparkling about 
Thro' her whole frame— the soul brought 

put 
To light eaph charm, yet independent 

Of what it lighted, as the sun . 
'Ihatshipes on flowers^ would be resplen« 
dent 

Were there no flowers to shine upon — 
Twas thi^, all this, in one combin'd. 

The* unnumbered looksand arts that form 
The glory of young woman-kind. 

Taken in their first fusion, warm^ 

,£re time hath chiU'd a single charm. 
And stamp'd with such a seal of Mind« 

As gave to beauties, that might b^ 
Too sensual else, too unrefined. 

The impress of divinity I 
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Twas dtts-^a unioiiy which the hand 

Of nature kept for her alone. 
Of everr thing most piayfiil, bland, 
VolupttJous, spiritual, grand> 

In angd-natures and her own-^— 
Oh this it was that drew me nigh 
One, who seemed kin to heaven as I, 
My bright twin sister of the sky — 
One, in Whose love, I fcfit, ^I'cre given 

The mixM deKghtd of either sphcfre^ 
All that the'spirit seefkstn heaven. 

And all the senses Imm for here ! 

Had we — but hold-**hear every part 
Of o«v 9«d tale-^^spite ^f \he pain 
Remembrance ^es, when ll>e fixM datt 
' Is stin^d AMn in lihe woand afgtmi'— 
Hear every step, so full of bliss. 

And yet so rtmious, that led 
Down toihe last, ^dark precipice, 

Wbei« pi^rish'd both-^the Ml'n, the 
dead! * 

From the £r^ Wnr 4s1ie caught my «i^> 
I never left her^-«day and night 
Hovelling unseen around her way. 

And mid her toneliest musings near, 
I soon could tradk each thought that lay. 
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Gleaming within her heart, as clear 
As pebbles wiliiin brooks appear; 
And there, among the countless things 

That keep young hearts for eveiv glowHig» 
Vague wishes, fond imaginings, 

Love-dream^j as yet no object knowing; 
Light, winged hopes, that coojue wbep bid^ 
And rainbow joys that end in weeping) 
And passions, among pure thoughts hid» 

Like serpents under flowVets sleeping-'^ 
'Mong all these feelings— ifelt whei:e'«r 
Young hearts are beating— 1 saw tb«ffe 
Proud thoughts, aspirings high-«beyond 
Whatever yet dwelt in soul so fowi-r- 
Glimpses of glory, far away 

Into the bright, vi^uc future given. 
And fancies, free and grand, who^e play. 
Like that of eaglets, is near heaven! . 
With this, tod — what a soul and heart 
To fall beneath the tempter's art!— 
A zeal for knowledge, such a^ neVr 
Enshrin'd itself in form so fair« 
Since that first, fatal hour, when Bve, 

With every fruit of Eden blest. 
Save only'OR€, rather thafi l^ve / 

That one unknown, lost all the rest 
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It was in dreams that first I stole 

With gentle mastery o'er her mind— ^ 
In that rich twilight of the soul^ 

When Reason's beam, half hid behind 
The clouds of sense^ obscurely ^Ids 
Each shadowy shape that Fancy builds — 
Twas then, by that soft lights I brought 

Vague, glimmering visions to her view — 
Catches of radiance, lost when caught,, 
Bright labyrinths, that led to nought. 

And vistas, with a void seen through — 
Dwellings of bliss, that opening shone. 

Then clos'd, dissolv'd, and left no trace — 
All that, in short, could tempt Hope on. 

But give her wing no resting place ; 
Myself the while, with brow, as yet. 
Pure as the young moon's coronet, 
Through every (iream still in her sight. 

The* enchanter of each mocking scene, . 
Who gave the hope, then brought the 

bUght, 
Who said 'Behold yon world of light,' 

Then sudden dropt a veil between ! 

Atfength, when I perceived each thought. 
Waking or sleeping, fix'd on nought'^ 
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But these illusive scenes^ aad me^ 
The phantom, who thus came and went. 
In half revealmentsy only meant. 

To madden curio si ty^- 
When by such various arts I found 
Her fancy to its utmost ivound. 
One night — 'twas in a holy spot. 
Which she for pray'r had chos'n — a grot 
Of purest marble, built below 
Her garden beds, through which a glow 
From lamps invisible then stole. 

Brightly pervading all the place— « 
Like that mysterious light the soul, 

Itself unseen, sheds through the face- 
There, at her altar while she knelt. 
And all that woman ever felt, 
. When God and man both claimed her 

sighs— 
Every warm thought, that ever dwelt, 
like summer clouds, 'twixt earth and skies 

Too pure to fall, too gross to rise. 

Spoke in her gestures, tones and eyes ; 
Thus, by the tender light, which lay 
Dissolving round, as if its ray 
Whs breathed from her, I heard her say; 
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** Oh idol of my dreams! whate'cr 
Thy nature be — human, divine. 
Or but half heavenly — ^tiil too fair. 
Too heavenly to be ever mine ! 






•• Wonderful S(pirit, who dost make 
•* Slumbets so lovely, that it seems 

" No longer life to live awake, 

** Since heaven itself descends in dreams. 
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Why do I ever lose thee ? why — 
** When on thy realms and thee I ga^e — 
Still drops that veil, which I could die, 
*' Oh gladly, but one hour to raise ? 



" Long ere such miracles as thou 

** And thine came o'er my thoughts, a 
thirst « 

^' For light was in this soul, which now 
** Thy looks have into passion nurs'd. 

" There's nothing bright above, below, 
" In sky--^arth — ocean, that this breast 

'* Dotli not intensely burn to know, 
'* And thee^ thee, thee, o'er all the rest ! 

"Then come, oh Spirit, from behind 
" The curtains of thy radiant home. 
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«* Whether thou Mrould'st as God be ghrin'd, 
<* Or lovM and clasp'd as mortal, come ! 

** Bring all thy dazzling wonders here, . 

" That 1 may waking know and see — 
<< Or waft me hence to thy own sphere, 

"Thy heaven or — aye, even that with 
thee ! 

t 

** Demon or God, who hold'st the book 
« Of knowledge spread beneath thine eye, 

'* Give me, with thee, but one bright look 
** Into its leaves, and let me die I 

•* By those ethereal wings, whose way 
" Lies through an element, so fraught 

« With floating Mind, that, as they play, 
"Their every movement is a thought! 

" By that most precious hair, between 
"Whose golden clusters the sweet wind 

" Of Paradise so late hath been, 
" And left its fragrant soul behind ! 

" By those impassion'd eyes» that melt 
'« Their light into the inmost heart, 

" Like sunset in the waters, felt 

" As molten fire through every part,— 
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" I do implore thee, oh most bright 

*' And worshipped Spirit, shine but o'er 

** My waking, wondering eyes this night, 
** This one blest night — I ask no more !". 

Exhausted, breathless, as she said 
These burning words, her languid head 
^pon the altar's steps she cast. 
As if that brain-throb were its last — 
Till, startled by the breathing, nigh. 
Of lips, that echoed back her sigh. 
Sudden her brow again she rais'd, 

And there, just lighted on the shrine. 
Beheld me- -not as ! had blaz*d 

Around her, full of light divine. 
In her late dreams, but soften'd down 
Into more mortal grace — my crown 
Of flowers, too radiant for this world. 

Left hanging on yon starry steep ; 
My wings shut up, like banners furFd, 

When Peace hath put their pomp to 
sleep ; 

Or like autumnal clouds, that keep 
Their lightnings sheath'd, rather than mar 
The dawning hour of some young star-— 
And nothing left, but what beseem*d 

The' accessible, though glorious mate 
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Of mortal woman— M^hose eyes beam'd 

Back upon hers, as passionate ; 
Whose ready heart brought flame for flame. 
Whose sin, whose madness was the same. 
And whose soul lost, in that one hour. 
For her and for her love — oh more 
Of heaven's light than ev'n the power 
Of heav'n itself could now restore ! 



And yet that jiourT- 



The Spirit here 

Stopp*d in his utterance, as if words 
Gave way beneath the wild career 

Of his then rushing thoughts — lik« 
chords, 
Midway in some enthusiast's song. 
Breaking beneath a touch too strong- 
While the clench'd hand upon the brow 
Told how remembra.nce throbbed there now ! 
But soon '^as o'er — that casual blaze 
From the sunk fir^ of other days. 
That relic of a flame, whose burning 

Had been too fierce to be relum'd. 
Soon pass'd away, and the youth turning 

To his bright listeners, thus resum'd :—• • 
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•' Days, months elaps'd, and, though what 
most 

On earth I sigh*d for was mine, all, — 
Yet -was I happy? God, thou know'st, 
Howe'er they smile, and feign, and boast. 

What happiness is theirs, who fall ! 
'Twas bitterest anguish — made more keen 
Ev'n by the love, the bliss, between 
Whose throbs it came, like gleams of hell 

In agonizing cross-light given 
Athwart the glimpses, they who dwell 

In purgatory catch of heaven ! 
The only feeling that to ine 

Seem'd joy, or rather my sole rest 
From aching misery, was to see 

My young, proud, blooming Li lis blest; 
She, the fair fountain of all ill 

To my lost soul — whom yet its thirst 
Fervidly panted after still, 
' And found the charm fresh as at first !— 
To see her happy —-to reflect 

Whatever beamis still round me play'd 
Of former pride, of glory wrecked. 

On her, my Moon, whose light I made^ 

And whose soul worshipp'd ev'n my 
shade — 
This was, I own, enjoyment— this 
My sole, last lingering glimpse of bliss. 
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Ancl proud she was, br%fat creature! — 
proud. 

Beyond what ev'n most queenly stirs 
lo woman's heart, nor would have bow*d 

That beautiful young brow of hers 
To aught beneath the First above. 
So high she deem'd her Cherub*s love ! 

Then, too^ that passion, hourly growing 

Stronger and stronger — to which even 
Her love, at times, gave way — of knowing 

Every thing strange in earth and heaven; , 
Not only what God loves to show. 
But all that He hath seal*d below 
In darkness, for man not to know*— 
Ev'n this desire, alas, lU-staFr'd 

And fatal as it was, I sought 
To feed each minute, and unbarr'd 

Such realms of wonder on her thought. 
As ne'er, till then, had let their light 
Escape on any mortal's sight ! 
In t}ie deep earth — beneath the sea — 

Thro' caves of fire — thro' wilds of air- 
Wherever sleeping Mystery 

Had spread her curtain, we were there — 
Love still beside us, as we went. 
At home in each new element. 

And sure of worship every where I 
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Then first was Nature taught to' lay 

The wealth of all her kingdoms down 
At woman's worshipped feet, and say, 
' "Bright creature, this is all thine own!*' 

Then first were diamonds caught-like eyes 
Shining in darkness' — by surprise. 
And made to light the conquering way 
Of proud young beauty with their ray. 
Then, too, the pearl from oiit its shell 

Unsightly, in the sdnless sea, 
(As 'twere a spirit, forced to dwell 

In form unlovely) was set free. 
And round the neck of woman threw 
A light it tent and bori'owM tpo; 
For never did this maid — whatever 

The* ambition of the hour— forget 
Her sex's pride in being fair. 
Nor that adornment, tasteful, rare,' 
Which makcis the mighty magnet, set 
In Woman's form,"more mighty yet. 
Nor was there aught within the ran^e 

Of my iswift wing in sea or air, ' 
Of beautiful, or grand, 'brstrangey 
That^ quickly as her wish could change, 

I did not seek, with such fond care, 
That when I've seen her Idok above 

At some bright star admiringly. 
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IVe i^aid " nay, look not tbere, my lore, 
Alas^ I gannot give it thee !" 

But not alone the wonders found 

Through Nature*s realm — the* unveird, 
material. 
Visible glories, that hang round, 
Like lights, thro' her enchanted ground — 

But whatsoe'er unseen, ethereal. 
Dwells far aWay from human sense, 
Wrapp'd in its own intelligence! — 
The mystery of that Fountain head. 

From which all vital spirit runft, 
All breath of Life, where'er *tis shed. 

Thro* men or angels, flowers or suns— 
The workings of the* Almighty Mind, 
When first o'er Chaos he design'd 
The outlines of this world ; and through 

That spread of darkness — like the bow, 
Call'd out of rain-clouds, hue by hue — 

Saw the grand, gradual picture grow! — 
The covenant with human kind 

Which God hath made— the chains of 
Fate 
He round himself and them hath twin'd^ 

mi his high task he consummate— 

Till good from evil, love from hate^ 
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Shall be work'd out tbrough sin aoci paia. 
And Fate shall loase her iroil chain, 
And all be free, be bright again ! 

Such were the deep-drawa mysteries. 

And some, perhaps, ev'n more profound. 
More wildering to the mind than these^ 

Which — ^far as woman's thought could 
sound, 
Or a falFn, outlaw'd spirit reach-^ 
She dar'd to learn, and 1 to teach* 
Till — fill'd with such unearthly lore, 

And mingling the pure light it brings 
With much that fancy had, before, 
. Shed in false, tinted glimmerings — 
The' enthusiast girl spoke out, as one 

Ipspir'd, among her own dark race. 
Who from their altars, inthe sun 
Left standing half adorn'd, would run 

To gaze upon her holieir &ce. 
And, though but wild die things she spoke. 
Yet mid that play of error's smoke 

Into fair shapes by fancy curl*d, 
Some gleams of pure religion broke-— 
Glimpses, that have not yet awoke. 

But startled the still dreaming world! 
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Oh, many a truth, remate, sublime, 

Which God would from the-minds of 
men 
Have kept' conceaFd, till his own time. 

Stole otitin these revealments then — 
ReVeaTments dim, that have fore-run. 
By ages, the bright. Saving One ! 
Liiie that imperfect dawn, or light 

Escaping from the Zodiac's signs. 
Which mak^s the doubtful east half bright 

Before the real morning shines ! 

Thus did some moons of bliss go by-^ 

Of bliss to her, who saw but love 
And knowledge throughout earth and sky; 
To whose enamoured soul and eye, 
I seem'xl, as is the sun on high. 

The light of all below* above, 
The spirit of sea^ land, and air. 
Whose iniiuehce, felt every where. 
Spread from its centre, her own heart, 
Ev'n to the world's extremest partp-^ 
While through that world her reinless mind 

Had now career*d so fast and far. 
That earth itself seemed left behind. 
And her proud fancy, unconfin'd, 

Already saw heaven's gates a-jar! 
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Happy enthusiast ! still, ob, still 
Spite of my own heart's mortal chill, 
Spite of that double-fronted sorrow. 

Which looks at once before and back» 
Beholds the yesterday, the niorruw^ 

And sees both comfortless, both black;: 
Spite of all tbi%, 1 could have still 
In her delight forgot all ill ; 
Or, if pain would not be forgot. 
At least have*borne and murmured not. 
When thoughts of an offended heaves. 

Of sinfulness, which I — ev'n I, 
While down its steep most headlong driv*n 
Well knew could never be forgiven^ 

Came o'er me with an agony 
Beyond all reach of mortal woe,—- 
A torture kept for those who know. 
Know every thing,, and, worst of all. 
Know and love virtue while they full! 
£y'n then, her .presence had the power 

To soothe, to warm,— nay, ev*Q to bless ; 
If ever bliss ceuld graft its flower 

On stem so full of bitterness ; 

Ev'n then her glorious smile to me 

Brought warmth and radiance if not balm 
Like moonlight on a troubled sea. 
Brightening the storm it cannot calm* 
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Oft, too, when that disheartening fear. 

Which ail who love, beneath the sky, 
Feel, when they gaze on whatis dear : 

The dreadful thought that it must die ; 
That desolating thought, which comes 
Into men's happiest hours and homes ; 
Whose melancholy boding flings 
Death's shadow o*er the brightest things. 
Sicklies the infant's bloom, and spreads 
The grave beneath young lovers' heads ! 
This fear, so sad to all — to me 

Most full of sadness, from the thought 
That I must still live on, when she 
Would, like the snow that on the sea 

Fell yesterday, in vain be sought— 
That heaven to me the final seal 

Of all earth's sorrow would deny. 
And I eternally must feel 

The death-pang, without power to die ! 
Ev'n this, her fond endearments— fond 
As ever twisted the sweet bond 
'Twixt heart and heart— could charm away; 
Before her look ho clouds would stay. 
Or, if they did, their gloom was gone» 
Their darkness put a glory on I 
There seemM a freshness in her bteath. 
Beyond the reach, the power of death; 
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And then^ her voice — oh, who could doubt 
That 'twould for ever thus breathe out 
A music, like the harmony 
Of the tun'd orbs, too sweet to die ! 
While in her lip's awakening touch 
There thrill'd a life ambrosial — such 
As mantles in the fruit steep'd through 
With Eden's most delicious dew — 
Till I could almost think, though known 
And lov'd as human, they had grown 
By blis0, celestial as my own ! 

But 'tis not, 'tis not for the wrong. 
The guilty, to be happy long ; 
And she, too, now, had sunk within 
The shacJQw of her tempter^s sin — 
Shadow of death, whose withering frown 
Kills whatsoe'er it lights upon— - 
Too deep for ev'n her soul to shun 
The desolation it brings down ! 

Listen, and if a tear there be 
Left iu your hearts, weep it for me. 

Twas on the evening of a day. 
Which we in love had dream'd away ; 
In that same garden, where, beneath 
The silent earth, stripped of my wreath, 
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And furling up those wings« whose light 
For mortal gaze were else too bright,, 
I first had stood before her sight ; 
And found myself-«-oh, ecstacy. 

Which ev*n in pain I ne'er forget — 
Worshipped as only God should be. 

And lov'd as never man was yet I 
In that same garden we were now. 

Thoughtfully side by side reclining. 
Her eyes tum'd upward, and her brow 

With its own silent fancies shining. 
It was an evening bcight and still 

As ever blush'd on wave or bower. 
Smiling from heaven, as if nought ill 

Could happen in so sweet an hour. 
Yet, I remember, both grew sad 

In looking at that light— ev'n she. 
Of heart so fresh, and brow so glad. 

Felt the mute hour*s solemnity. 
And thought she saw, in that repose. 

The death-hour not alone of light. 
But of this whole fair world— the close 

Of all things beautiful and bright-^ 
The last, grand sun-set, in whose ray 
Nature herself died calm away I 

At length, as if some thought, awaking 
Suddenly, sprung within her breast— 
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Like a young bird, when day-light breaking 
Startles him from his dreamy nest — 

She turn'd upon me her dark eyes. 
Dilated into that full shape 

They took, in joy, reproach, surprise. 
As if to let more soul escape. 

And, playfully as on my head 

Her white hand rested, smird and said :*— 

*' I had, last night, a dream of thee, 
'* Resembling those divine ones, given. 
Like preludes to sweet minstrelsy, 
'* Before thou cam'st, thyself, from 
heaven. 
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The same rich wreath was on thy brow. 
Dazzling as if of star-light made ; 
"And these wings, lying darkly now, 
" Like meteors round thee flash'd and 
play'd. 






All bright as in those happy dreams 
"fhou stood*st, a creature to adore 
No less than love, breathing out beams. 
As flowers do fragrance, at each pore ! 



"Sudden Ifelt thee draw me near 
" To thy pure heart, where, fondly plac'd. 
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*' I seem'd within the atmosphere 
" Of that exhaling light embraced ; 

"And, as thou held'st me there, tlie flame. 
«Pass'dfrom thy heavenly soul to muie, 

•* Till — oh, too blissful — I became, 
" Like thee, all spirit, all divine. ' 



"Say, why did dream so bright come o'er 
me, 

" If, now I wake, 'tis faded, gone? ' 
" When will my Cherub shine before me 
"Thus radiant, as in heaven he shone? 

" When shall I, waking-, be allow'd 
" To gaze upon those perfect charms, 

" And hold thee thus, without a cloud, 
" A chill of earth, within my arms? 

« Oh what a pride to say— this, this 
"Is my own Angel— all divine, 

" And pure, and dazzling as he is, 
" And fresh from heaven, he's mine, he's 
mine! 

" Think^st thou, were LiLis in thy place, 
" A creature of yon lofty skies, 

"She would havfe hid one single grace, 
" One glory from her lover's eyes ? 
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** No, no — then if thou lov'st like me, 
** Shine out, young Spirit, in the blaze 

" Of thy most proud divinity, 

** Nor think thoult wound this mortal 
gaze. 






Too long have I looked doating on 
Those ardent eyes, intense ev'n thus— 
''Too near the stars themselves have gone 
" To fear aught grand or luminous« 

** Then doubt me not — oh, who can say 
'* But that this dream may yet come tru^ 

"And my blest spirit drink thy ray 
"Till it becomes all heavenly too? 

I 

*' Let me this once but feel the flame 

" Of those spread v^rings, the very pride 
" Will change my nature, and this frame 
'* By the mere touch be deified V* 

Thus spoke the maid, as one, not us'd 
To be by man or God refus'd — 
As one^ who felt her influence o'er 

All creatures, whatsoe'r they were. 
And, though to .heaven she could not soar>» 

At least would bring down heaven to her ! 
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Little did she, alas, or I— 

Ev'n I, whose soul, but half-way yet 
Immerg*d in sin*s obscurity, 
Was as the planet where we lie, 

0*er half whose disk the sun is set-— 
Little did we foresee the fate> 

The dreadful — how can it be told? 
Oh God I such anguish to relate 

Is o*er again to feel, behold! 
But, charged as 'tis, my heart must speak 
Its sorrow out, or it will break I 

Some dark misgivings fiad, I own. 

Passed for a moment thro' my breast«-« 
Fears of some danger, rague, unknown* 
To one, or both— something unblest 
To happen from this proud request. 
But soon these boding fancies fled ; 

Nor saw I aught that could forbid 
My full revealment, save the dread 
Of thiCt first dazzle, that unhid 
And bursting glory on a lid 
Untried' in heaven — and ev*n this glare 
She might, by love's own nursing care. 
Be, like young eagles, taught to bear. 
For well I knew the lustre shed 
Ftom my rich wings, when proudUest 
spread, B 
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Was, in its nature, latnbent, pure. 

And innocent as is the light 
The glo\^'-worni hangs out to allure 

Her mate to her green bower at night. 
Oft had I, in the mid-air, swept 
Through clouds in which the lightning 

slept, 
As in his lair, ready to spring. 
Yet wak*d him not — though from my wing 
A thousand sparks fell glittering! 
Oft too when round me from above 

The feather d snow (which for its white- 
ness. 
Hi my pure days I used to love) 
Fell, like the moultings of heavmi*s Dove 

So harmless, tho' so full of brightness. 
Was my braw's wreath, that it would shake 
From off its flowers each downy flake 
As delicate, unmelted, fair. 
And cool as they had fallen there ! 

Nay ev'n with Lius—h/^J not 
Around her sleep in cf^lndor come— 

Hung o'er each beauty, no^ forgot 
To print my radiant lips on «ome ? . 

And jet, at morn, from that repose. 
Had she not wak'd, unscathed and bright. 
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As doth the pure, unconscious rose. 

Though by the fire-fly kiss'd all night? 
£v*n when the rays I scattered stole 
Intensest to her dreaming soul. 
No thrill disturbed the' insensate frame — 
So subtle, so refin'd that flame. 
Which, rapidly as lightnings melt 

The blade within the unharm*d sheath, 
Can, by the outward form unfelt. 
Reach aud dissolve the soul beneath I 

Thus having (as, alas, deceiv'd 

By my sin's blindness, 1 believ'd) 

No cause for dread, aud those black eyes 

There fix*d upon me, eagerly 
As if the* unlockmg of the skies 

Then waited but a sign from me — 
How was I to refuse? how say 

One word th^t in her heart could stir 
A fear, a doubt, but that each ray 

I brought from heaven belonged to her! 
Slow from her side I rose, while she 
Stood up, too, mutely, tremblingly. 
But not witlt fear— all hope, .desire. 

She waited for the awful boon. 
Like priestesses, with eyes of fire 

Watphing the rise of the full mooa. 



/ 
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Whose b^ams-tfaey kno w, yet caDDot sh uu-- 
Will madden them when look'd upon! 
Of all my glories, the bright crown. 
Which, when I last from heaven came down, 
1 left — see, where those clouds afar 

Sail thro* the west — there hangs it yet. 
Shining remote, more like a star 

Than a falln angeFs coronet-— 
Of all my glories, this alone 

Was wanting— but the' illumin'd brow. 
The curls, like tendrils that had grown 

Out of the sun — the eyes, that now 
Had love's light added to their own. 
And shed a blaze, before unknown 
Ev'n to themselves — the' unfolded wings 
From which, as from two radiant springs. 
Sparkles fell fast around, like spray — 
All I could bring of heaven's array. 

Of that rich panoply of charms 
A cherub moves in^ on the day 
Of his best pomp, I now put on ; 
And, proud that in her eyes I shone 

Thus glorious, glided to her arms. 
Which still (though at a sight so splendid 
* Her dazzled brow had instantly 
Sunk on her breast) were wide extended 

To clasp the fonn she durst not see ! 
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Great God ! how could thy vengeance light 

So bitterly ou one so bright? 

How could the hand/ that gaVe such 

charms. 
Blast them again, in love's own arms ? 
Scarce had I touch'd her shrinking frame. 

When — oh most horrible! — I felt 
That every spark of that pure flame- 
Pure, while among the stars I dwelt — 
Was now by my transgression turn'd 
Into gress, earthly fire, which bum*d, 
Burn*d cdl it touch'd, as fast as eye 

Could follow the fierce, ravening flashes. 
Till there— oh God, I still ask why 
Such doom was hers ? — I saw her lie 

Black*ning within my arms to ashes ! 
Those cheeks, a glory but to see — 

Those lips, whose touch was what the 
first 
Fresh cup of immortality 

Is to a new-made angel's thirst! 
Those arms, within whose gentle round. 
My heart's horizon, the whole bound 
Of its hope, prospect, heaven was found! 
Which, ev'n in this dread moment, fond 

As when they first were round me cast, 
Loos'd not in death the fiital bond, 

But, burning, held me to the last-— 
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That hair, from under whose dark veil. 

The snowy neck, like a white sail 

At moonlight seen *twixt wave and wave. 

Shone out by gleams — that hair, to save 

But one of whose long, glossy wreaths, 

I could have died ten thousaad deaths !' — 

All, all, that seem'd, one minute since. 

So full of love'^ pwu redolence. 

Now, parch'd ali'd black, before me lay. 

Withering in agony away ; 

And mine, oh mbery! mine the flame> 

From wliich this desolation came — 

And I the fiend, whose foul caress 

Had blasted all that loveliness ! 

'Twas maddning, 'twas — but hear even 

worse- 
Had death, death only, been the curse 
I brought upon her~had the doom 
But end^d here, when her young bloom 
Lay in the dust, and did the spirit 
No part of that fell curse inherit, 
*Twere not so dreadful-«-but, popfie near-<^ 
Too shocking 'tis for earth to hear — 
Just when her eyes, i^ ifiding took 

Their last, keen agonized farewell, 
Mid look'd in mine with — bh« that look ! 
veuging Power,, whate*er the hell 
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Thou[may*st to human souls assig^o. 
The memory of that look is mine!-» 
Jn her last struggle, od my hrow 

ller ashy lips a kiss imprest. 
So withering I***! feel it now*— 

Twas fire— but fire, ev'n more unblest 
Than was my own, and like that flame. 
The angels shudder but to name. 
Heirs everlasting element! 

Deep, deep it pierc'd into my brain, 
Madd'ning and torturing as it went. 

And here— see here, the mark, the stain 
It left upon my front— burnt in 
By that last kiss of love and sin— 
A brand, which ev*n the wreathed pride 
Of these bright curls, still forc*d aside 
By its foul contact, cannot hide I 

But is it thus, dread Providence •• 
Can it indeed, be thus, that she. 

Who, but for one proud, fond oflence. 
Had honour'd heaven itself, should be 

Now doom'd — 1 cannot speak it— uo» 

Merciful God ! it is not 80«— 

Never could lips divine have said 

The fiat of a fate so dread. 

And yet that look— that look, so fraught 
With more than anguish, with despair- - 
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That new, fierce fire, resetnbling nought 

In heaven or earth— this scorch I 
bear !— 
Oh«— for the first time that these knees 

Have bent before thee since my fiiUy 
Great Power, if ever thy decrees 

Thou could*st for prayer like mine recall. 
Pardon that spirit, and on me. 

On me, who taught hor pride to err. 
Shed. out dach drop of agony 

Thy burning phial keeps for her! 
•See, too, where low beside me kneel 

Two other out- casts, who, though gone 
\nd lost themselves, yet dare to feel 
* And pray for that poor mortal one* 
Alas, too well, too well they know 
The pain, the penitence, the woe 
That Passion brings down on the best. 
The wisest and the loveliest. — 
Oh, who is to be sav'd, if sach 

Bright, erring souls are not forgiven; 
So loth they wander, and so much 

Their very wanderings lean towards 
heaven! 
Again, i cry. Just God, transfer 

That creature*s sufferings all to- me — 

Mine, mine the guilt, the torment be. 
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To ^avc one minute's pain to hr r. 
Let mine last all eternity I" 

He paus'd, and to the earth bent down 

His throbbing head ; vhile they, who felt 
That agony as 'twere their own. 

Those angel youths, beside him knelt, 
And, in the night's still silence tbeie. 
While mournfully each wandering air 
Play'd in those plumes, that never more 
To their lost home ii> heaven must soar, 
Breath*d inwardly the voiceless prayer 
Unheard by all but Mercy's ear— 
And which if Mercyw/td not bear. 
Oh, God would not be what this bright 

And glorious universe of his. 
This world of beauty, goodness, light. 
And endless love proclaims He is! 

Not long they knelt, when, ftom a wood 
That crown'd ti^at airy solitude, 
They heard a low, uncertain sound. 
As from a lute, that just had found 
Some happy theme, and murmur'd i*ound 
The new-born fancy— ii^ith fond tone, 
like that of ring-dove o'er her brood— 
* Scarce thinking aught so sweet its own ! 
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Till soon a Toice, that^match'd as M,e\\ 

That gentle instrament, as suits 
The sea-air to an ocean-shelly 

(So kin its spirit to the lute's) 
Tremblingly followed the soft strain. 
Interpreting its joy, its pain. 

And lending the light wings of words 
To many a thought, that else had lain 

Unfldlg'd and mote among the chords. 

All started at the sound — ^but chief 

The third young Angel, in whose face. 
Though faded like the others, grief 

Had left a gentler, holier trace ; 
As if, ev'n yet, through pain and ill, 
Hope bad not quit him— as if still 
Her precious pearl, in sorrow's cup, 

Unmelted at the bottom lay. 
To shine again, when, all drunk up. 

The bitterness should pass away. 
Chiefly did he, though in his eyes 
There shone more pleasure than surprise. 
Turn to the wood, from whence that sound 

Of solitary sweetness broke. 
Then, listening, look delighted round 

To his bright peers, while thus it spoke. 
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•* Come, pray with me, my seraph love. 
My angel-lord, come pray with me; 
In vain to-night my Hp hath strove 
To send one holy prayer above — 
The knee may bend, the lip may move, 
*' But pray I cannot, without thee ! 

'* Fve fed the altar in my bower 

'* With droppings from the incense tree ; 
" I've shelter'd it from wind and showo", 
** But dim it bums the livelong hour, 
V As if, like me, it had no power 

•* Of life or lustre, without thee ! 

'* A boat at midnight sent atone 

** To drift upon the moonless sea, 
*« A lute, whose leading chord is gone* 
•' A wounded bird, that hath but one 
" Imperfect wing to soar upon, 
• ** Are like what I am, without thee ! 

•« Then ne*.eri my spirit-lov^, divide, 

«' In life or death, thyself from me ; 
<' But when again, in sunny pride, 
<*Thou walk' St through Eden, let me glide, 
*« A prostrate shadow, by thy side — 
** Oh happier thus thau without thee I** 
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The soDg had ceas'd, when, from the wood 

Where, curving down that airy height. 
It reach'd the spot on which they stood — 

There suddenly shone out a light 
From a clear lamp, which, as it blaz'd 
Across the brow of one, who rais'd 
The flame aloft» (as if to throw 
Its light upon that group below) 
Displayed two eyes^ sparkling between 
The dusky leaves, such as are seen 
By fancy only, in those faces, 

That haunt a poet*s walk at even. 
Looking from out their leafy places 

Upon his dreams of love and heaven. 
'Twas but a moment — the blush, brought 
0*er alF her features at the thought 

Of being seen thus, late, alone. 
By any but the eyes she sought. 

Had scarcely for an instant shone 

Through the dark leaves when she was 
gone- 
Gone, like a meteor that o*erhead 
Suddenly shines, and, ere we've said, 
" Look, look, how beautiful!'' — ^'tis fled« 
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Yet, ere she went, the words, '*! come, 
."I come, my Nama," reach'd her ear. 
In that kiad voice, familiar, dear. 
Which tells of confidence, of home, — 
Of habit, that hath drawn hearts near, 
TiU they grow one — of faith sincere. 
And all that Love most loves to hear ! 
A music, breathing of the past. 

The present and the time to be. 
Where Hope and memory, to the last. 
Lengthen out life's true harmony ! 

Nor long did he, whom call so kind 
Summon'd away, remain behind; 
Nor did there need much time to tell 

What they—- alas, more fall'n than he 
From happiness and heaven — knew well. 

His gentler love's short history I 
Thus did it run — not as he told 

The tale himself, but as 'tis grav*d 
Upon the tablets that, of old. 

By Cham were from the deluge sav'd. 
All written over with sublime 

And saddening legends of the unblest. 
But glorious Spirits of that time. 

And this young Angel's *nioug the rest. 
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THIRD ANGELS STORY. 



Among the Spirits, of pure jlamey 
That round the' Almighty Throne abide ; 

Circles of light, that from the same 
Eternal centre sweeping wide. 
Carry its beams on every side, 

(Like spheres of air that waft around 

The undulations of rich sound). 

Till the jfar-circling radiance be 

Diffused into infinity ! 

First and immediate near the Throne, 

As if peculiarly God's own. 

The Seraphs stand— 'this burning sign 

Trac'd on their banner, " Love Divine V 

Their rank, their honours, far above 
Ev'n those to high-brow*d Cherubs given. 

Though knowing all — so much doth Love 
Transcend all Knowledge, ev^n in heaven ! 

'Mong these was Zaraph once — and none 

E'er felt alTections's holy fire. 
Or yearn d towards the' External One^ 

With half such longing, deep desire. 
Love was to his impassion'd soul 

Not, as with others, a mere part 
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Of its existence, but the whok 
The very life-breath of his heart! 

Often, yfhen from the' Almighty brow 

A lustre came, too bright to bear. 
And all the seraph ranks would bow 

Their heads beneath their wings, nor dare 

To look upon the effulgence there— 
This Spirit's eyes would court the blaze, 

(Such pride he in adoring took) 
And rather lose, in that one gaze. 

The power of looking, than not look I 
Then too, when angel voices sung 
The mercy of their God, and strung 
Their harps to hail, with welcome sweet. 

The' moment, watched for by all eyes, 
When some repentant sinner's feet 

First touched the threshold of the skies. 
Oh then how clearly did the voice 
Of Zaraph above all rejoice ! 
Love was in every buoyant tone. 

Such love, as only could belong 
To the blest angels, and alone 

Could, ev'n from angels, bring such song ! 

Alas, that it should e'er have^been 
The same in heaven as it is here. 
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Where nothing fond or bright ii seen. 

But it hath pain and peril near-— 
Where right and wrong so close resemble. 

That what we take for vui;ue's thrill 
Is often the jfirst downward tremble 

Of the heart s balance into ill — 
Where Love hath not a shrine so pure. 

So holy, but the serpent. Sin, 
In moments, eT*n the most secure. 

Beneath his altar may glide in ! 

So was it with that Angel— such 

The charm, that slop'd his fall along 
From good to ill, from loving much, 

Too easy lapse, to loving wrong. — 
Ev'n so that am'rous Spirit, bound 
By beauty's spell, where'er 'twas found. 
From the bright things above the moon 

Down to earth's beaming eyes descended 
Till love for the Creator soon 

In passion for the creature ended ! 

'fwas first at twilight, on the shore 
Of -the smooth sea, he heard the lute 

And voice of her he lov'd steal o'er 
The silver waters, that lay mute. 

As loth, by ev'n a breath, to stay 

The pilgrimage of that sweet lay : 
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Whose echoes still went on and on^ 
Tilliost among the light that shone 
Far ofF, beyond the ocean*s brim — 

There, where the rich cascade of day 
Uady o*er the* horizon's golden rim^ 

Into Elysium roli'd away ! 
Of God she sung» and of the mild 

Attendant Mercy, that beside 
His awful throne for eVer smil'd, 

Ready» with her white hand, to guide 
His bolts of vengeance to their prey — 
That she might quench them on the way I 
Of Peace — of that Atoning Love, 
Upon whose star, shining above 
This twilight world of hope and fear^ 

The weeping eyes of Faith are fix'd 
^o fond, that with her every tear 

The light of that love-star is mix*d ! 
All this she sung, and such a soul 

Of piety was in that song. 
That the charm'd Angel, as it stole 

Tenderly to his ear, along 
Those lulling voters where he lay. 
Watching the day-light*s dying ray. 
Thought 'twas a voice from out the wave. 
An echo, that some spirit gave 
To £den*s distant harmony. 
Heard iaint and sweet beneath the sea ! 
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Quickly, however, to its laurce, . 
Tracking that music's melting oourse»„ 
He saw, upon the golden sand 
Of the sea-shore a maiden stand. 
Before whose feet the' expiring waves 

Flung their last tribute wkhn sigh*— 
As, in the East, exhausted slaves 

Lay down the fi^-brought gift, and die— 
And, while her lute hung by her, hush'd. 

As if unequal to the tide 
Of song, that from her lips still gnsh'd. 

She raised, like one beatified, 
•those eyes, whose light seem*d rather,given 

To be ador'd than to adore — 
Such eyes, as may have look^d^/^ntiheaven. 
But ne'er were rais'd to it before ! 

Oh t4»ve. Religion, Music — ^all 

That's left of Eden upon earth— 
The only blessings, since the fall 
Of our weak souls, that still recall 

A trace of their high, glorious births* 
How kindred are the dreams you bring ! 

How Love, though unto earth so prone^ 
Delights to take Religion's wiag. 

When time or grief hath ataiii'd his own ! 
How near to Love's beguiling brink. 

Too oft, entranc'd Religion lies ! 
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While Music, Music is the link 

They both still hold by to the skies. 
The language of their native sphere. 
Which they had else forgotten here. 

How then could Zaraph fkil to feel 
That moment's witcheries ? — one, so fair^ 

Breathing out music, that might steal 
Heaven from itself, and rapt in prayer 
That seraphs might be proud to share ! 

Oh, he did feel it--ihr too well-^ 
With warmth, that too dearly cost-^ 

Nor knew he, when at last he fell. 

To which attraction, to which spell, 
Love, Music, or Devotion, most 
His soul in that sweet hour was lost. 

9 

Sweet was the hout, tliough dearly won, 

And pure, as aught of earth could be. 
For then first did the glorious sun 

Before reUgion*8 altar see 
Two hearts in wedlock's golden ti« 
Self-pledg'd, in love to live and die — 
Then first did woman's virgin brow 

That hymeneal thaplel wear. 
Which when It dies, no second vow 

Can bid a n«w one bloom out there -^ 

F 
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Blest union l- by that Angf 1 wove» 

And worthy froqi such hand^. to ceme ; 
Safe, sole asylum^ in which Love» 
When fairtl or ,extFd from abote. 
In this dark world can find a home. 

And» though the Spirit bad traASgveas'd^ 
Had, from his stalioq 'moDg the bU&t 
Won down by woman's smUe» allowed 

Terrestrial passion to breathe o*er 
The mirror of his heart,* and cloud 

Qpd's image, there so luright before -^ 
Yet never did that God look dpwn 

On error with a brow so mild ; ' 
Never did justice launch a frown,* 

That, ere it fell, so nesurly smiFfd. 
For gentle was their love, with awe 

And trembling like a treasut^a kept. 
That was not theirs by holy law^ 
Whose b^uty with remorse they saw. 

And o*er whose prevxHtanesS: they wi^t. 
Humility, that low, sweet root. 
From which all heavenly virtaes ahooft^ 
Was in the hearts of both-7-4>ut mo^% 

In Nama'.s heartt by wbom alone 
Those obarmf» for which a b^vep was lost« 

SceiR'il. aU unya^ed a|i<i u^l^fiawp l 
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And when lierS6raph*i eyes she caught. 
And hid hers glowing on his bre&dt» 

£v n bliss was humbled by the thought — 
** What claim have I to be so blest V 

Still less irould raaid, so meek, have nurs'd 
Desire of knowledge— that vain thirst. 
With which the sex hath all been curs'd, 
FVom luckless Cvb to her who near 
The tabernacle stole to bear 
The secrets of the angels— no— 

To love as her own Seraph lov'd. 
With Faithythe same through bliss atid 
woe — 
Faith/ that, were ev'n its light remov'd, 
Could^ like the dial, fix^-d remain, . 
And ^ait till it shone ocft again — ' 
With Patience that, though oflen bow'dj^ 

By the rude storm, can rise anew. 
And Hope that, ev'nfrom EviTs cloud, 

Sees ^nnny Good half breaking through ! 
This deep, relying Love, \^orth more 
In heaven than all a cherub's lore— 
This Faith, more sure than aught beside, 
Was the sole joy, ambition, pride 
Of her fond heart— the* unreasoning scope 
Of aU its views, above, below — 

f2 
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So true she felt it that t« hope. 
To tnui, U happier than to iiM9, 

And thus in hnml^leness they trod. 
Abashed, but pure before their God ; 
Nor e er did earth behold a sight 

So meekly beautiful as they« 
Wheu, with the altar's holy light 

FuU on their brows, they knelt to pra^*. 
Hand within hand, and side by side. 
Two links of love, awhile untied 
From the great chain above, but fiist 
Holding together to the last-^ 
Two fallen Splendors, from that tree. 
Which buds with suph eternally. 
Shaken to eart)i, yet keeping all 
Their light and freshness in the M. . 

Their oqly punishment (as wrong. 

However sw^t, must bear its brand) 
Their onljr dotom was this— that, long 

A9 the green earth and ocean stand. 
They both shall wander here — the same, 
Tbrpughout all time, in heart, and frame— « 
Still looking tQ that goal sublime. 

Whose light remote, but sure, they see^ 
JPilgrims of Lpve, whose way is Tinaic, 

Whose home is in Eternity ! 
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Subject the W'fiHe, f« %\\ f\xh iitf if<ft, 
True bve ^iMfoilnters \xi thfe Rfe *-^ 
The wishes, hopes, he hreafbes in i^nki. ; 

The efiW, that turns his warmest sighs 

To earthly vapour, ere they rise ; 
The doubti^ he feeds on, and th^ pati;k 

That in hfs very sw^tness Kes.' 
Still worst, the* iUnsiftns that betriay' ' 

His^ footsteps to their tjhinin^ brmk ; 
That tempt Mm, <m his de^iett way ' 

Through the bl^dk world, to bend atid 
drinK» 
Where nothing vn^tsf hid lips, alas. 
But he again tnust sighing pans 
On to that iar-off hbme of peace. 
In which alone liis thirst will cease. 

All this they bear, but, not the less. 
Have moments rich in happineat-^ 
Blelt meetings, after matty a day 
Of widowhb^ past: for away. 
When the lov'd Ihce again is seen 
Close, clasci with not a tear betwten«- 
Confidiiigs frank, witbMt control, 
Pour'd BJlatuall^ from aoiil to soul ; 
As free ft&tsi any fear or doubt 
As is that light from chill or ataii * 

F 3 • 
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The sun into tht fttatn aheds out« - 

To b<e by tiiem shed back agninJrw . 
That happjr mingiement of hearts. 

Where, chaagM as ehymic compowda 
are. 
Each with its own existence piurtsb 

To find a new o|ie, happier ifr I 
Such are their joys—- apd, crowping aQ, 

That Ueiaed ft^ope of the bright hoqr,; 
When, happy and no move to jgill, 

'X^ei? spirits shal^ wi^h jGrest^i^d power^^ 
Rise up rewarded for their trust 

Id Hm, from whom aftgo.odQes8 ^ptpogSj^.- 
And, shaking off eardi^ssoitiogdi^t . 

From tbe emaciated wings. 
Wander fojc ever thrpjuigh those skiQS; 
Of radiancy, whe^ Love ijiever dies ! 

■ • » . ' 

In what lone region of the earth 

These Pilgidais now* may roam or dweltx 
God and the Angels, who look foitb: 

To watoh their st^<i alone Ganr4dU 
But shouM we, in our wanderings* 

Meet a young pair whose b^uty wanU, 
But the adornment of bright wii|g9» 

To look like heafen's inhabitants—- 
Who shine wherever they tread, and y^^ 

Are humble in their farthlv lot. 
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As is tlie way-side violet. 

That shines unseen, and were it not 

For its sweet breatii would be forgot-«» 
Whose hearts, in every thought, are one. 

Whose voices utter the same wills. 
Answering, as Echo does, some tone 

Of fairy music ^mong the hiik. 
So like itself, we seek in vain 
Which is the echo, which the strain—^ 
Whose pietjr is love, whose love. 

Though close as 'twere their souls' em^ 
brace, 
Is not of earth, but from above*— 

Like two hit mirrors, ftce to face. 
Whose light, from one to the' other thrown^ 
Is beaven^s reflectiou, not their own — 
ShouM we e'er me^t with aught so pure. 
So perfect here, we may be sure, 

There is bnt one such pair below. 
And, as we bless them on tli^ir way 
Through the world's wilderness, may say,^ 

<«T)|ere JEarafh and ^is Nama go^" 
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NOTES, 



NOTES, 



pRBFACly p. Zi. 

■ 

4#it etrmetnu trantiaiitm if the LXX. qf ikat 
VMTst in tk€ iixtk Chester if Getuiiif Sf€^ 

Tub error of these interpreters (and, it it said, of 
the old Italic versioo also,} was in making it <*the 
JKgeU of God," instead of <«the 5ofu"— a mis. 
take, which, assisteu by the alleg^riaing; commeatt 
of Philo, and the rhapsodical fictions of the Book 
of Enoch*, was more than sufficient to affei t the 
imaginations of sach half-Pagan writers as 
Clemens Alexandrinus, Tertttlliau» and Lactan- 
tius, who, chiefly, among the Fathers, have 
indulged themselves in fanciful reveries upon 
the subject. The greater number, however, 
h«ve rejected the fiction with indignation — 
Chrysostom, in his tweuty-secoud Homil> upon 
Genesis, earnestly exposes its absurdity if and 



•It is lamentable to think that this absurd 

Sroduction, of whith we kuow the whole from 
)r. Laurence's translation, should ever have been 
oontidered as an inspired or authentic work.— S^ e 
the Frelimiuary Dissertation prefixed to the Trans« 
Utian. 

f One of the arguments af Chfysostom is, that 
Angels are no where else, ia tha Old Testament, 
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Cyril accoiioti uicli n tunpoiition ■! '^liordeHii^ 
oil folly." * Accordion tu these fathers (and their 
opiiiioii has heen followed by all the theologiani^ 
down from St. Tlioiiiag to C'Ar^l and Li^btfoot^y) 
1 h« term " Sons of God," inust be' understood to 
mean the descendanu of Seth, by Edos —a family 
peculiarly favoured by heaven^ because with them^ 
men first bepm '* to call upon the name of the 
Lord"— while, by '* the daughters of men/' they 
suppose that the corrupt race of Cain is designated. 
The probability, howarer, is, that the woids in 
questiou oncht to have been translated ** tbe sons 
"of the nobles or ^eat men/' as we find them 
interpreted in tlie Targum of Onkelos, (the matt 



called **Sou8 of God" — ^but his commentator; 
Montfoucon, shows that h€ i« mistaken, and that 
in the Book of Job they are so desig^iated, (c. I. 
V. ) both in the original Hebrew and the Vul- 
gate, though nut in the Scptuagiuti which alone^ 
he says, Cbrysostom read. 

* i'.ib. ii. Olaphyrorum.— Philaestnus, ' in his 
enumeration of heresies, classes this story of the 
Angeh among the number, and says it deserves 
only to be ranked with those fictions about grids 
and goddesses, to which the fancy of the Pagan ' 
poets gave birth : — '^Sicuti et Paganorum et Po-' 
^etarum meiidacia adserunt deos deasc^ue traus- 
*formato8 nefanda conjugia commisisse." — De 
Useres. Edit. Basil, n. 101. 

X Lightfoot says "The sons df God, or the ikem- 
bers of the Church, and the prc^euy of Seth, 
marrying carelessly and promiscoukly #ith the 
daughters of men, or brood of Cain, ftc.*' I find 
in Pule that, aecording to the Samaritan Tenion, 
the phrase may be understood as meaning ** the" 
Sons of the Judget**-^ So variously ma^ the Ht* 
brew word, Elohim, be interpreted; 
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•anetetit atad accurate of all the Chaldaic para- 
phrases,) and, a» it appearb from Cyril, the ver- 
aiou of 8ynimachiis also rendered them. This 
translatioR of the paisage removes all difflculty» 
ttnd at ouce reltevfis the Sacred History of an 
extravagance, which, however it mny suit the im- 
ai^ination of the poet, is inconsistent with all our 
iM»ti4UiS| buth philosophical and relig^ious. 

STVaiumil each momeni, night and day. 
The echo of Hu lumim/ovm word ! 

Dionvsius (De Coeiest. Hierareb.) is of opinion, 
that when Isaiah represents the Seraphim as 
crying out " one uuto the other,** his intention is 
to describe those communications of the Divine 
thought and will, which are continually pass ng 
fri»m the hig-her orders of the au((cls to the 
L>wer .—-See also, in the PAraphrase of Pachymer 
upon Uionvkius, cap. S. nether a striking passage, 
iu which be represents all living creatures, as 
l>cinr, in a stronger or fainter degree, *' echos of 

Page 4. 

One of e<trth^$ faWftil womem-kind 
HalfvtiCd fSrom vitw, or rather thrin'd 
in the clecLr trytlat of a brcoh. 

This is given upon the authority, or rather ac- 
cording. to the fancy of souie of the Fathers, who 
»uppoie that the women of earth were first seen 
by ibe angels in this situatiou ; and St. Basil has 
«v«^ made it the serious foundation of rather t 
rigorous rule for the toilette of his fair disciples; 
U«VeraYirgiuatat.tom.i.p.747. Kdit.Paris. 1018. 
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PMgt II. 

Tk4H Jit Si thai juUe •/ earik^ ife. df€» 

For all tkat relaX^-t to the nature and attribute* 
of ansels* the time of their creatiou, tlie eatcnt 
of their kuowledjg^e, and the power which tb^ 
poMess, or can occasiouaUy aagume o^pcrfomuBff 
such human functions ns eating:, drinkin|f, &c. &c., 
I shall refer those wfio are inquisitive upon the 
•ubiect to the Mlowing works: -The Treatise 
apon the Celestial Hierarchy, written under the 
name of Dionysius the Areopagite, io which, 
amon^ mnch that is heary and trifling, there are 
some BuHlime notions coucemins tbe af^cncy of 
these spiritual creatures'^the Questions *' de cog'-? 
nitione an^elorum*' of St. Thomas, where be «[x« 
amines mosi proliidy iuio such puxzling points as 
^'whether aogels.illumipate each other," *'whetbc# 
they speak to each other,'* &c. &c.-~'l he TLeiauras 
of Cocceius, contaiuing extracts from almost everf 
theologian that has written upon the sub|ect-~tfae 
9th, lOtb and 1 Itb chapters, sixth book, of *<L'His« 
torie des Juifs,'* where all the extraordinary rev«- 
ries of the Rabbins « about angels and d'semasie 



* The following may serve as specimen8^— '<Les 
Agues ne s^aveut point la laogue Chaldaiqae; 
e'est pourquei ils oe portent poi^t ^ DIeu les ora- 
IsoDS de ceiix prieot dans cette laogue. Ils se 
trompeQt souvent : ils ont des erreurs dangereuftes : 
car I'Ange de la more, qui est charge de faitc 
mourir un humrae, en prend quelquefois un antre, 
ce qui cause de grands desordera. ••••••••*• fU 

lont charges de chanter devanfc Dieu le Canxiqne, 
Saini, Saiui 0st ie J)uu des armies ; mais ils ne 
reroplissent cet office qu'une Ibis le joor, danaune 
•emaine, dans an liiois, dans un an, dans un siecle. 



arc enumerated— the Question! attributed to St. 
Atbauasiiis — the Treatise of Bouaventurc upon 
the Wiii|;8 of the 6«raphim <» and, lastly, the 
ponderous folio of Saurex " de Angelit," where 
the reader ^i\f find all tliat has ever been fancied 
vr reasDwed, upon a tabject which only iuch wri- 
ters could hare contrived to render so dull. 

Page 8. 

T^ Sphii of y#n heauienu itar. 

It is the opinion of Kircher, Kiedolus, &c. (and 
was, I believe, to a certain dc|^ree, that of Origeu) 
that the stars are moved and directed by iuteilU 
.f^nees or angdis Who preside over them. Among 
•other passages from Seripture in support of this 
aution, they«ite those words of the liook of Job, 
*« When the tasorning stars sang together."— Upon 
which Kircher remarks^ '*Non de uiaterialious 
intelligitur." Itin. I. lsago(^. Astrouom. See also 
Caryl's most wordy Commentary on the same text. 



ou dans I'^ternit^. L'Ange qui luttoit contre 
Jacob )e pressade lelalsser aller, lorsque PAuroro 
parut, parce que c*^tott son tour de chanter le 

'Cautique ce Jour la ce qu*il n'avuit encore jamais 
fiiil." 

' •This work (which, notwithstanding its title, 
ift, probably, quite as dull as the rest) i have not, 

' myself* beep able to see, having searched for it in 
vatn through the King's Library at Haris^ though 
assisted by the seal and kinduess of M. LaugUs 
and M. Vonpradt, whose liberal administration of 
that most liberal estaMishrof nt, entitles them— not 
only for the immediate effect of such conduct, but 
for the useful and civiliaing example it holds 
forth — to the most cordial gratitude of the whole 
literary world. 

08 



Page 9. 

j^nd ihe bright 9Vatek€r§ round thrikr^m^. 

^'The Watchers th€ oflbpriog of beaveii."-f- 
|^)k of Enochs lu Daniel also tlie augels are 
called watchers s—** And behold a watcher aud aa 
holy uue came down from heaven.*' iv» I^ 

Pase 13. 

Then first the fatal wine- cup rain*d, Sfc, 

Some of the circumstancefi of this story wcra 

sus^fTPKtifd tfi me by toe Ea^terri lee? nd of the two 

aof^clfi, Harut aqd Marut, as it is given by Marati, 

who says, that the author of the Taalim fouuda 

jipoii it the Mahometan prohibition of wine, TllP 

\Bahardauusb tells the stury differently* 

Page 15L 

PFhy, why have hapleu Angels eyeef 

Tertullian imagiues that the vordsof St-Pati], 
"Woman oujrht to have a veil on her head#, ais 
account of the angels,*' have an evident Tefereot-e 
to the fatal effects which the beantv of woman 
unce produced upon these spiritual beings. See 
the strange passage of this Father^ (de Virgin. 
Vetandis,) begiuuin^ **Si epim propter angelos^ 
^''.," nhere his editor Pamelius endeavours to 
save bis morality at the ^i^peuse of his Latioity, 
by suhAituting the word *'excu6sat" for "excusat/* 
^'iich instane«'s of iqdecorum, however^ are but 
too cunimou tbroughqiit the Fathers, in proof of 
which 1 ceed only refer to some passsges in the 
same writer's treatise, *<DeAuimi/' to the Second 

• 1 C^rin^b.xi. 10. Pr. MackuighCs TrviiUtio9)t 
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and lliird Booki oC (he P«4agas«t of' Ckflicins 

AlexaDdrinus, and to the initances which La 
Mot he \e Vayer has adduced from Chrysostom in 
his Hexameron Rustique, Jouru^e Seconde. 

Page 1^, 

. fFhtn hudftr^ in jailing^ hwre 
The ihird of the tfigM stars away, 

<* And his tail drew the third part of tha sters of 
heaven, and did cast them to the eartb>*' Reve- 
lat. xii. 4. — *^ Docentsaocti (lays Saares) tnpre-* 
nuiiu an^elum traxisse secum tertiam |Mineni tttrl- 
larum." Lib. 7* cap. 7. 

Page 16. 

7?ue, in earth's fttfsttfljr, (e repmr 
That Use of tight and glwy there / 

The idea of the Fathers was that tha vaeancics^ 
occasioned in the different orders -of the. angels by 
the fall, were to be Ailed up from the human race* 
There is however another opinion, backed by Pa- 
pal authority, that it was only the tenth order of 
t>ie Celestial Hierarchy that fell, and that, there- 
fore, the promotions which occasianally take placa 
fr«>ro earth arc intended for the completion of that 
grade alone : or, as it is explained by Salonins 
(I>ial. iu' Ecel.)— " Decern sunt ordines angelorum, 
sed unus cecidit per superbiam, et idcirco boni 
angcH semper laborant, ut de hominihus numerua 
adimpleatur, et proveniat ad perfeotum numerum, 
id est,deuarium.*' According to some theologians, 
Tirgins alone are admitted *'ad collegium angel- 
orum )" hut the author* of the '< Speculum Pare- 
grinaruni {2u99stiouum" rather questioos this ex« 

e P. Bartholomaeus Sibylla* 
o 3 



elusra priftlete:— **be<! nmi ridetur vefum, quia 
muHi, noD virpntA, ttt Petrns «t Magdaleua^ 
multift «tUiii vifgiuibtes «tuiiient!6res ennx." — 
Decad* 9. cap. ro. 

Page 90. 

*Twa% Ruai. 

I migtit have cho«en perhaps some better Dame, 
hut it if meant (Itke that of Zaraph iu the follow- 
ii)^ story) to define the particular class of spirits 
to wiiricli the angei beiouf^. I'be author of the 
Book of KB«cb« wlio e«ti mates at SOO the number 
of angels that descehdeJ upon Muuut Heimou, 
for the purpose of makiiu; love to the womeu or 
the earth, has favoured us with the names of (heir 
leader aud chiefs — Sauiyaza, Urakabarameelt 
Akibeely Tamiel, &e. &c. 

In that heretical worship of angels, whicb prer 
vailed, to a great degree, during the first age^ of 
Christianity, to Mtme them seems to. have b^eu 
one of the most important ceremonies; lor t^e' 
find it expressly forhiddeu in one of the Canons 
(35th) of the Council of Laodicea. Josephus tuo 
mentions, nmong the religious rites of the Essenea, 
their swearing ^*to preserve the names of tli<; 
angels/'— Bell. Jud. lib. 8. cap. 8. — See upon tliia 
ai\bject. Van J)ale,de Orig. et Progress. Idoiolat. 
cap. 9. 

Page 20. 
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Thate Wig^i creaiure$j nam'd . 
SpifUt iff Knowledge, 

Cherubim. — ^The word cherub signifies know, 
ledge — Hence it is that Kzekiel, to express the 
abundance of their knowledge, repreaeuts them- 
|ts ** full of liytM,** 



, . 9\ 

8ummo^d hU thief tmgeiie ptwer$ 
To wiineu, ^c. 

St. Au{|^ustio, upon Genesis, seems rather ineli- 
ned to admit that the angelf had seme sbara 
t*'aliquad miaisterittm**} in ^e creation of Adam 
and Eve. 

J hnd hehefd their Hrtf, their Kvr, 
Bom m thai tplemdid Paradue, 

Whether Eve was created in Paradise or not Is 
n qaestion thai has heen prodoctive of much douDt 
and coiitr versy among tlieulogians. W ith respect 
to Adam, it is agreed on all sides that ho was ciri^ 
ated outiidet and it 4s accordingly nsiced, with 
some warmth, by one of the cuminentators, <*why 
should woman, the ignobler rreatare of the two, 
be created wUkinf*** Others, on the contrary, 
consider this distinction as but a fair tribute to 
tlie superior beauty and purity of women, and 
some, m their seal, even seem to think that, if 
the scene of her creation was not already Paradise, 
it became so, immediately upon that event, in 
c<»mptimeut to her. Josephus ts o^e of those, who 
tbiuK that Eve was formed outside; Tertullian, 
tt>o, among the Fathers-^and, among the 1'heolo- 
giaus, Rupertus, who, to do him justice, never 
misses an opportunity of putting on record his 
ill will to the sex. Pererms, however, (and his 
opinion seems to be considered the most orthodox) 



• <*Cur denique Evam, quss Adamo i^nobilior 
eraty formavit imtru Paradisum )** 



thinks it mach more consUWnt with the order of 
th« Mosaic uarraiion, as w^ tt wKh the seuti- 
inentsof l^^il aiKioth.«r Fathers^ tp cuaciiido that 
£ve was created in Paradt&e, 

Bmt error, totK 

The comparative extent of Eve's delioquencyy 
and the proportion which • it hears to Uiat of 
Adam, is au other point whi h has exercised the 
tiresome ingen<jui|y of. the Commentaiors^ and 
they seem generally to af^^ee (««ith the exception 
always of Rupertost) that, as she wa^ nut jet cre- 
ated when the pnohjijbttion was issued».and there- 
fore could not have beard it, (a coAclusjoa re- 
markably confirmed by the inaccurate way in 
wh^eh she reporu it to the serpent*) her shai% in 
the crime of disobedience is considerahly iigrfater 
th'an.th^t of Ai<am.X In conoberation of this 
view of the matt«'r» Pererius remarks that it is to 
Adam alone the Deity 4bddr<4ses bis reproaches 
for baviug eatf n of the forbidden tree, because io 
Adam alunis the O'-d/er had been originally pro- 
mulgated. So fat*, indeed, does the gallautry uf 
;^outher commentator, Hugh de ^t. Victor, carry 
hiiii^ that iie ]ook<^ upon the words ''I will put 
'eiimi^ between tbee and the woman** as a proof 



,y 



* *lllupcrtu8 cousid'TS these variantes as inten- 
tional and prevaricatory,aod as the first oti^recotd 
of a wil:ul vitiation ol the «• ords of God, for the 
'pur|>ose of suiting the corrupt views and propen- 
sities of humaa nature. — De Trinitat. lib. iii. 
cap 5. 

X Caictanus, indeed, prouuunces it to be <' iMini 
muiu peccatuuK<" 

-A ,< , ' /. •'./•- ■ \- 
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ib«t the t%r WM from that moment tnlitled into 
the service of beavoo, as iIm chief foe and «>b* 
«tacle which the spirit of Kvil would have to 
contend with In hit inroads on this world t«-" si 
deincepe £va inimiea DiaMo^ effo fuit grata, el 
arnica Deo*" 

Page 80* 

Cmii kir^tkink wkai^kit Uft t Ait Uft! 

Chavah (or, as it is in tbn Latin verAiony Eva) 
has the same sifiiification as the Greelc, Zoe — 
Ch%vah, the name by which Adam called the 
^oman after tkeir trantfrrcssiun, means " Life." 

Epipbaoius,Ninoug others, is not a little sur« 
prised at the application of such a name to Kve^ 
so im mediately too, after that awful denunciation 
«f death, *< dust thou art/* &e» &c. Some of the 
oemmeutaier^ think that it was meant as a sar* 
casm, and spoken by Adam, in tbe Arst bitterneu 
ol hla lieait,^— 4n the same spirit of Irony (says 
Pererias) as that of tbe Greeks in callinf their 
>'uries« Eumenides, or Gentle*. But the Bishop 
iif Cbalon, rejects this supposition t— ** Eaplo. 
d«fldi san^ qui id uominis ab Ailamo per ironiam 
inditum uxori sue putant ; atque quod mortis 
causa asset, amaro }ii«o vitam appella«se."f 

With alimiUr fceliug of spleeu against women, 
some of these **diat4lUteurs dea Saintes Lcttres*' 
(as Bavle calls tliem) in rendering ih« text '* 1 will 
OMd^e him a help w«el fm him^*' translate these 
last wortis *<fl|^«riftfi or esii#rer|f to him" (a 
meaning wblcb, ii appears, the original will t>ear) 



• Lib. 6. p. 384. 

t PoatuaTyard de rteta nomumm impesitkmaft 
p. J 4. 



and reprMent tbtstn at prophetie 6f ihBte c6ifcra^ 
dictions aod perplexHtet, which meD experiente 
from womta in this life. 

It is rMber stf^n^ that these two imtancps of 
]|ber¥efte MtiMBeatatenhip thould ha^e eicaped 
the researches of Bayle, in his curious* article 
upon Eve. 

Page 68. 

Oh idol of mv droams I whatever 
' ' Tkff'niuuri be-^kmmakf ihdine^ 
Or but hatf heavenip, 

"■ In an article upon the P^iihers, wtiich appeared 
some years stovre, iu the EXihibufg^h Review (No. 
470 1 ftnd'of Wtffch I have madesdme littte use In 
thete notVft, (havtu|: that clamnovCr St^«-as ** tj^uid- 
dam notiim propriumque**'^wh\iAi LuCfe^ut gives 
to the cow over the calf,) there is tltfe fo\kming 
rentark x^"* The belief M an' Intercourke hetweem 
aos^els and wom^n, footfdcd upon a false versida 
of a t«*«t in Qenests, i^ one 6f these extrava^m 
hotions of St. Justin and other Fathers, which 
show how Iftfle they had yet purified them&tlv«s 
fh>ai the ^nis*ness of heathen mytholo^, and in 
how many respects their heaven was but Olympus 
with other names. Yet we can hardly be angry 
wf th them for this <nie error, when we reeoilect 
tiiat possibly fo their enamoured angels we aw^ 
ihe fhnciful world af sylphs and guomws, acnd that 
ftt this moment we nnglit have wanted Psipe'a 
most etquisHe poem, ff the version of the LXX, 
hlid translated the Bbotcof Oenebis ebrreclly." 

The following is one amon^ many passages, 
which may be addncrd fW>m the Comte de Gabalis, 
in confirmation of this remark : — *' Ces enfaos du 
ciel engendrerent les g^ans fanieux, s'iftAnt Tait 
ahiK'r anx filles desiiommes; et ies mauvals ca- 
'^alistas Joseph et Philo (comme tous les Juifs sont 
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\gnomn*)f et aprjseuv t6iM le« nuteun q«« )*fltf 
Qomnt^ tout 2l l'Keare,oQrftU q^e c'etoit'des aogts, 
«t n'ont pas scCi que c'etoit les sylpheft n ks 
autres peuples des ^l^mens, qui sobt t« nom 
dVnfRus d'Eimtn, sont. distingu^ft des ttifaBS de6 
homnies/'— -See Eiitret. Second. 

Pai^e 43. 

So hig^h the detm'd her Chemh^e kpe / 

* *^ Nihil plus deaiderare potueHiit qviemBff^lM 
poBsidebaDt — magso scilicet nupserant." Tertull. 
de Habitu MuUeb. cap. $• 

Page 44. 

Thenfirtt were diamond* eawht, ^ir. 

" Su^lqoes ^omes d^sireux dedeveBir'iramoit- 
tel9» avoieut voub gA^Qer les boiuies gfAdev^k 
nos fillesy et leiir avoieut apport^ des pierrerica 
dont lis sont f ardiens naturels : et ees auteurs dot 
cr(k, s'appuyan<i sor le livre d'Enecl^ m^I^enteodif, 
que c*etoient des pi^g^es que les anges amoureux, 
&c. Ac." Comte de Gabalis. 

Teirtulljan traces all the chief luxuries of female 
attire, the neek-laces, armlets, rou«:ey aed t^e 
bUck powder for the eye-lashes, to the researches 
of these fallen anf els into the inmost Mcestei of 
nature^ and the* lUscoveries thev were, in eonse^ 
quence, enabled to make, of all th»t could ena- 
bellish the beauty of their earthly favourit«s. Th« 
passage is so remarkable that 1 shall give it en- 
tire :--**Nam et illi qui ea constituerant, damnaii 
in pasnam mortis deputantur: illi scilicet angeli, 
qui ad filias hominum de cmlo ruerunt, ut haec 
quoqua ignominia foeminsB accedat. Nam cikm et 
materias quasdam bene occultas et artes plerasque 
■on beo^ revalatasy seculo mult2^ magis imperitft 
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predkUiMiit (siquidtni tt nMUilfoma opera vaid%^ 
vcrant» et berbkrum in^aDU traduieraat et in- 
CMilAtioniiin vires provulgaveraot, et omnein cu* 
rioeitetem uique ad stellarum iukerprttmtionem de« 
sipiavcraDt) propria et quasi peculiariter fiDemi- 
nis instmmentttin istud muliebris giorim contu- 
leniot . lumina Upillorum quibus monilia varian- 
tar, et cireulos ex auro quibus brachia arctan- 
tur ; et mcdicaniento ex fuco, qaibas laiue color- 
aator, et ilium ipsiim uifrum pulvereni» quo ocu- 
loram exordia producuotur.*' De Habitn Mulieb. 
cap. S^-4toc hiA also « Pe Gulta Fsnu." cap. 10. 

Page 44. 

The same fi^re, as applied to fetiiale attrac* 
tiona» ooours in a singular passage of St Basil. 
De Vera ViiginiUt. torn. i. p* 7S7* It is but 
fair, bowever, to add, that Hermant, the bio- 
grapher of Basil, has pronounced this most un- 
eaactified treatise to be spurious. 

Page 46. 

• » , 

1 am aware that this kiappy saying off Lord Al* 
bemarle's loses much of its grace and playful- 
nem, by being pat jnto the mouth of any but a hu.- 
man Wrer. 
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Page 47. 

JRevealmitUi dim, thai have /ore-run. 
By ages, tk^ bright. Saving One! 

It is t^e opinion of some of the Fathers, that 
the knowledge which the Heatliens possessetl of 
the Providence of God, a Future State, and other 
subKme doctrines of Christianity, was derived 
from the premature revelations of these fallen 
angels, to the women of the earth. 

Clemens Alezandrinut is one of those who sup- 
pose tbatthe.knowledgeof such sublime doctrines 
was deiived from the disclosure of the angels. 
S'tromi^ lib. v. p. 48. To th^ same source Cas- 
sianus and others trace all impious and daring 
sciences, such as ma^ic, alchemy, &c. " From 
the fallen angels (says Zosimus) came all tbat mi- 
serable knowledge which is of no use to the soul.'^ 
Ap. Photium.^ 

Page 47. 

That light 
f!iea^nng/r»m tkf Zodifl^s fign**, 

** La lumiir,e Zodiacale n'est autre chose que 
I'atmospbere du soIeiK'* Lalande, * ' 

Page 67* 

Jb Uii graved 
Upon the tableti that, qfeld. 
My Cham were from tJie Deluge »av*d, 

1 he pillars of Seth are usually referred to as 
the depositaries «f ante-\liluvian knowledge ; but 
they were iascribcd with -none but astrenomical 
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tecreti. I have, therefore, preferred here tbe 
tablets of Cham, at beiug:, at least, more luiicel- 
Uueous in tbeir informatioD. The following ac- 
count of them is given in Jablouski from Cas- 
sianus :— <* Quantuni eniiu antique tradibonea 
feruut Cham filius Nofs, qui inperstitiotilhus ac 
profanis fuerit artibus rastitutu*, sciens nullum se 
posse Buperbis memorialetii librum in arcam in- 
ferre, in quam erat ingressurus, sacrilegas artes ac 
profaiia commeuta durUsinis insculpsit lapidi- 
bus." 

And thy ynmg tmgeV$ 'utrng the reti^ 

Pacbymer, in hit Paraphrase on the B^ok da 
Divinis Nominibus of Dionysius, speak tog of the 
incarnation of Christ says, that it was a mystery 
ineffable from all time, and ** unknown eren to 
tbe first and oUett angel/'-— jus ifying this last 
phrase by the authortly of St. John in the Herein- 
tioo. 

Page 68. 

Clreieg ef Kgkttkatt/tvm ih§ Mine 
Etemai ctntrt noeepmg unde, 
Otrry Us beams am evsr^ side. 

See the 18th chapter of Dionysios fbr his no- 
tions of the manner in which God's ray is com- 
municated, first to the Intelligences near him, 
and iben to those more remote, gradually losing 
its own brightness aa it passes into a deiuer 
medium* 
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Page 68. 

• ' ' ' 

PhrSerwht siand^tku humikg sign 
Trn^d on ikeir kaimer, •* l»oe JHviitt r' 

in* Scrapbint art the fyinkn of Divine Love. 

Page73» 

TAeji >lr#f ilirf iromttii** virgin hrow 
That hynuneai chapiei weaty 

WM^h wktn it dies, no second vow 
€un hid m now om hhom oml there* 

In the GttthoUe church, when a widow is mnr- 
md, she Unot I believe, allowed to wear flowers 
on her heed. The ancient Romans, honoured 
with a ^* emona jfrndiciMc" or crown of modesty, 
those who entered hut once into the marriage 
stale* 

Page 75. 

Her^ who near 
Tho Tahemaeie ttoio to hear 
The aeerets of the Angel, 

Sanu 

PigeTC 

TVw/ollm Mpkndoru 

An allusion to the Sepbiroths or Splendors of 
the Jewish Cahbala» represented as a tree, of 
which God is the crown or summit. The Sepbi- 
roths are the hirher orders of emanative bemg, in 
the strange and incompreheniiblc system of the 
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Jewlsk Cabbala. Tbey are called by variooa 
namcf , Pity» Beaiity, &c. &c. ; and in their influ- 
encee are snppoaed tq act tbrou^b certain canals> 
which tsommnnicate with each other. The reader 
may judge of the rationality of the system by the 
foltowiaf eaplanation of part of the machinefy :^- 
** Lea eanauxqui sortent de la Mis^ricorde et de 
la Force, et q^i voni aboutir k la B^at^ sont 
charg^ d'un i^nd nombre d'Ang^cs. II y en a 
trente-cinq sur le canal de la Misdricorde, qui 
recompcntent et qui couronnent la vertu des 
Saints, he. Ac/'-^For a concise account of the 
Cabalistic Philosophy, see Enfield's very useful 
compendiufli of Brucker* 

Page 76. 

^eai thai tret 
Wkich huU with such etemaH$f^ 

*< On les repr^nte quelqefois sous la figure 
d'un arbre* •••!' Fnsoph qu'on met au dessus de 
I'arbre Sepbirotique ou des Splendeurs divins, est 
rinfini."*-L'Histoire d«:s ^aifs, Uv, ix. II. 
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